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PREFACE. 



The following little allegoiy is intended to illus- 
trate the danger of uttering or of lending ear to 
the unkind word or insinuation, a sin which may 
justly be esteemed as a root of bitterness, and 
from which, in some shape or other, none but 
those who are nearly angels are exempt. The 
application being so general, although a few of the 
following pages may appear too light for the high 
moral design which we have desired to convey, it 
is hoped that this error, if it be one, may be par- 
doned, because the intention is good. Should this 
simple offering be the means of drawing attention 
S? to the detestable habit of detraction, and of pre- 

2 senting it in a just light, its object will be attained. 



** AXAS I it IB strange to consider tho depravity of our nature— how 
we delight in other men's Kine, nnd are secretly glad when their mis> 
carria^a give us un occasion tu reproach or disgrace them'. How 
many are big with snch etutiT, nud go in pnin till they have dis* 
bvrthened thcmselven into the ears of others i And some are such 
Ql ^iesemblers of tiinir joy, thut they do it with ojjcn scorn and ir- 
rision. Others arc more artfully malicious, and with a deep sigh, 
and downcast look, and whining voice, and tai affected soberness, 
whisper to one, * Alas ! did you not hear of such a gross miscarriage 
by such a one Y And then wbisi)er the same thing to another, and a 
third ; and when thty have made it as jjublic as they can, hypocrit- 
ically desire every one to keep it secret, for that they should be loth 
their neighbor should come to any disgrace or trouble about it. Be- 
lieve it, sirs, this, though the matter you report be never mo irne, it 
noUiing else but slander."— Old Author. 



SALANDER AND THE DRAGON. 



BOOK I 

i 



I 



There was a very faithful jailer, who, in tho 
center of the territory where he lived, kept an 
important fortress, called the Uartz Prison. 
He held the place under the Lord of Consci- 
enza, a noble of the purest blood, and very 
strict toward Ids vassals. Goodman, who had 
hitherto been a devoted servant, kept the keys 
in his own possession, knew every secret access, 
and placed an especial guard on those places 
most liable to assault. Never had a prisoner 
escaped. Every night, before he kneeled down 
to say his prayers, his examination began, and 
the red light of his candle streamed into all the 
apertures of the prison, of which the walls were 
of clay. Every morning also he made arrange- 
ments to keep the place, that nothing should 
enter in or go out without his knowledge* Se- 
1* 
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cure only while the magic keys were beneath 
his own girdle, if he betrayed his trust, the 
Lord alone knew how terrible would be the pen- 
alty to the keeper of the Hartz Prison. 

One summer night, as sank the sun and cast 
its golden radiance on the two great, beautiful 
windows of the castle, sat Goodman on his door- 
sill, solemnly musing, and asking himself this 
question : " Have I done all things this day to 
please the Lord of Conscienza?'^ Scarce was 
the thought conceived, when clattering hoofs 
were heard upon the pavement of the outer 
court, and a knight, covered with dust, and 
breathless with haste, dismounted and stood 
before him. Goodman took him, by his bustling 
and important air, to have come on business of 
the state, and, in fact, he immediately announced 
himself as Don Officioso, an officer of high de- 
gree, who came not willingly or on his own er- 
rand, but to obey the mandate of the Lord of 
Conscienza. The first question he asked was 
whether the castle were in all parts secure. He 
received answer in the affirmative. 

"Then," said he, "I have a prisoner for 
you. I have held him myself in custody until 
it is not safe to keep him longer ; and as you 
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are known to be a proper person, and he has 
been struggling to escape, it has been deemed 
best to bring him to you, lest, in some unguarde 
ed moment, when I am asleep or over the was- 
sail bowl, he might slip away. But if I give 
him you, guard him with lock and key, bolt and 
nails. You won't let him peep out of the eye- 
hole, will you, Goodman 1" 

Th« jailer's curiosity was excited by this 
mysterious arrival, and although he felt his 
pride wounded at having his fidelity questioned, 
he asked to entertain the prisoner at once. 

" If he escape from your custody," said Don 
OflScioso, " you and I and a third party will be 
eternally ruined. Do you think that you can 
be certain, Goodman 1" 

The jailer was affronted. 

" There are several ways, sir knight," said 
he, " by which the Hartz Prison may be enter- 
ed : there is but one way by which any shall get 
out, and that is through the ivory portals, which 
all the genii in the world can not unlock without 
my knowledge or consent. See," he said, point- 
ing with his finger to where the setting sun shone 
through the dry and leafless boughs of a forest 
of blasted pines, as if the whole wood were on 
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fire, " let the ax gleam at the root of yon trees 
— ^pile up the pitchy branches against the Hartz 
Prison : the clay walls may crumble to a hand- 
full of dust, the secrets of the prison-house may 
be destroyed with it, but escape they can not.' 
And Goodman placed his hand upon his breast, 
and smiled. 

" Enough," answered Officioso ; " I can not 
doubt your good intent. Pardon my suspicions, 
but in this world nobody knows whom to trust. 
Not willingly have I come on this disagreeable 
job. I wish that I could hold the prisoner my- 
self, and save you the responsibility ; but it is 
better for all parties that you should have him, 
as I am now convinced that, under your care, 
he will go no further, and my own mind will be 
very much unburdened and relieved. You will 
be frightened a little at first." Here he lower- 
ed his tone to a whisper. " He is — ^he is — ^he 
is — ^you would hardly think him a creature of 
flesh and blood — a green-eyed, ugly little dwarf, 
named Salander, without bones, who can be 
doubled into all shapes, like an elastic substance, 
and stretch himself out like the same." 

Groodman's wife, who heard this — ^for she was 
listening at the keyhole — immediately fell down 



\ J. 



THE DRAGON. 18 

with a piercing shriek, and water was thrown 
upon her face. 

" What do you mean," said she to her hus- 
band, when she came to, " in harboring such a 
thing 1 You shan't do it. It will be your ruin. 
No such shall come into the castle, or else you 
get some one else to take care of your dairy." 

"Silence, woman," replied Goodman, "we 
are but the servants of others. The Lord of 
Conscienza wills it. With that he dismissed 
her. " Where is your prisoner sir knight V^ 
said he. 

" I have him with me," replied Officioso. 

Goodman could see from his door the whole 
country round about, but observed no person 
or carriage approaching. 

" I suppose," said he, " you have him under 
guard in the distant thick forest." 

" No," replied the other, " I have him mUx 
me." 

" Where is he ?" said the puzzled jailer. 

" Under my coat," shrieked the knight, jump- 
ing fantastically about the pavement, like one 
possessed with an unclean spirit. " Quick, quick, 
he is tearing my intestines. Let me commit him 
to you, or he will be off into the country." 
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" This way, this way," said the honest jailer, 
qmckening his motions, and forthwith led the 
way to a winding, ingenious passage called Ear- 
Ian, connected with the inmost cells of the 
Hartz Prison. It was a gallery in which a 
Bounding drum was so ingeniously suspended as 
by its rapid vibrations to give notice of every 
footstep and every sound. The slightest whis- 
per roared and reverberated through it like 
thunder among the mountains. 

" Just put your prisoner here," said (Jood- 
man» 

The knight unbuttoned his coat and made a 
clean breast of it. " Depart from me, Sa- 
lander," he exclaimed ; and as he spoke the 
echoes rolled back through the tortuous cham- 
bers upon his very heart, " Salander ! Salander ! 
Salander !" when he put spurs to his steed, 
and, as if he were flying away from his own 
deeds, rode furiously, and was enveloped in a 
cloud of dust, and no more seen ; only the 
sound of his horse's hoofs were for a long time 
thrown back upon the precincts of the Hartz 
Prison. As he went, he said to himself, " I 
have got clear of him at last, and good riddance. 
If any one comes to me about the little fellow, I 
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will refer to Groodman, and deny all ag^Dcy in 
the matter. He must now father the responsi- 
bility, and account in the best manner that he 
can for the possession of Salander.'^ 

As for the jailer, he was so extremely fright- 
ened at the possession of his new comer, that he 
hurried him through the passage without even 
looking at him, and pushing him into an inner- 
most cell, put the key in his pocket and walked 
away, trembling like an aspen leaf. Presently, 
when he had gathered courage, he thought 
that he would take a little peep at the pris- 
oner, to see what manner of creature he was. 
So he crept up softly, taking off his shoes first 
in the corridor, that his approach might not be 
perceived, and drawing the slide and applying 
his eye to the aperture, Goodman was ^rru^i^Kxx 
to see a most hideous imp about the size of a 
large jup:. Kis eyes were green as grass, and 
flew from side to side like shuttlecocks; his 
body was jointless, and black as if an African 
sun had shone on it for a century ; he had an 
immense mouth, and his ears stuck far out at 
the side of his head. Such was Salander. He 
was lying sulkily crouched in a comer of the cell, 
like a small bundle, but the moment he saw an 
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eye on him he screamed aloud, and began to 
dash his head and body against the walls of the 
cell, to be let out. 

" Silence," exclaimed the jailer, " and make 
yourself perfectly at home, my boy. The prison 
is dark, but such as you are not ornamental 
enough for the light. You certainly can not be 
ambitious to cut a figure in the world, unless it 
be to hang on as footman behind the devil's car- 
riage, or to drive a brimstone cart through the 

streets of . Well, well, dash your brains 

out if you please, darling, but come out you 
never shall while my name is Groodman.'' 

So saying he drew the slide, and it was well 
he did, for a little globule of spittle, aimed with 
all the precision of a Yangy bowman, struck 
upon the very spot where his eye had been. 
Much troubled in mind he walked away, when 
his wife met him, in a sulky humor. 

" Groodman," said she, " I think that in the 
aSSetirs of this household I am worthy to be con- 
sulted. But since you are determined to take 
this monster to board against my advice, I think 
that the least which you can do is to let me see 
him. 

Goodman refused, point blank, for he was a 
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pretty determined man, and accustomed to have 
his own way. 

"Not the wife, of your bosom?'' said she, 
putting on a look which to the uxorious is irre- 
sistible. 

"Not if she were an angel — ^which she is 
not," said the faithful jailer. 

"Upon my word," said she, "you are com- 
plimentary. Pray take the consequence ;" and 
she dropped down in an hysteric fit. 

All the people in the castle were set running 
as soon as the cry was raised that she was going 
off. It took two hours to recover her, while in 
the midst of the alarm and confusion occasioned 
by the scene, one running for a basin to bleed 
her in, another for bandages to bind up lier lily- 
white arm, the little imp kept kicking violently 
against the doors of the cell, crying, " Let me 
out — let me out — ^let me out." • 

" That sounds like Salander's voice," said 
the leech, " and if it is so, I don't expect to see 
the walls of this castle standing much longer ;" 
and without saying another word, he adminis- 
tered an opiate and retired. 

This was but the beginning of evils. The 
jailer was under constant anxiety, and kept upon 
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the watch, with scarce time to eat his meals, or 
attend to other prisoners who, however, were 
of a different character. The little dwarf made 
so great a rumpus, and kicked with such a 
lusty strength as greatly to damage the walls of 
his cell, and to interfere with the quiet of the 
castle. It was especially after the household 
had retired to bed at night that his cries became 
outrageous. 

" There he goes again," the jailer's wife 
would exclaim. " Didn't I tell you not to en- 
tertain him ?" 

"Bang! bang!" 

"Some of these days, Goodman, you will 
learn to set a little store by what I say — after 
I'm dead and gone, perhaps." 

" Let me out ! let me out !" 

^* Have you made up your mind yet to let me 
Bee the wretch'?" 

"Ululu! Ululu!" 

" Oh, I can't sleep," exclaims the wife, jump- 
ing out of bed, and sitting bolt upright in the 
easy chair. " There is no use of making the 
attempt. I'm worn out. To be just getting 
into a pleasant doze, and woke out of sleep by a 
nasty monster. Why don't you wring his neck?'* 
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** Now you talk sensibly, my dear. I "will 
think of your proposal.'' 

Goodman's wife got into bed. The anxiety 
of the jailer continued from day to day. Not 
only was there reason to suppose that Salander 
would break out by main force, but that he 
would squeeze himself through the keyhole, for 
Groodman doubted whether he were a creature 
of flesh and blood, and the heart of the little 
monster seemed to be set on getting loose. It 
was hardly safe to give him enough room to 
breathe in, or more food than would keep a dor- 
mouse. As it was, he waxed mischievous on 
air. Goodman began to regret that he had not 
made more inquiries of the knight about the 
prisoner, or rather that he had not raised some 
question about the knight himself. He sou^t 
him, but he could nowhere be found. He asked 
a neighbor where he might direct a letter to a 
person of his description, who told him to seal 
his package well, and address it to " Nowhere 
Hall." He immediately sat down, and indited 
a letter thus : 

" For the Department of State. 
<^ To Don Officioso, greeting : 

'^ May it please you, sir, the prisoner oom- 



20 SALANDER AND 

mitted to my charge gives me a great deal of 
trouble. It is not this which I complain of, for 
I am perfectly willing to do my duty, but as his 
safe keeping is no doubt of the highest moment, 
could you not commit him to a stronger fortress 1 
I greatly fear that these walls cannot hold him. 
He can make himself as large or as small as he 
pleases, and yesterday he seemed like a little 
black inkspot. I called to him, and he returned 
answer in a voice as fine as the point of a needle. 
Then he can swell out like a toad, with a voice 
indescribably harsh. ' It is this mystery of char- 
acter which puzzles and confounds your poor 
servant. There is no truth in him, and I suffer 
much in mind from entertaining such a guest. 
If Don OflScioso can not in duty or justice re- 
ZQOve him, would he inform me who he is, that 
f may be stimulated to greater endeavors ? 
"Your humble servant, 

" Goodman, 

'^ Keeper of the Hartz Prison." 

To this letter, so respectful, no answer was 
returned, and Goodman set it down to the over- 
grown, overfed arrogance of superiors. He 
might have written letters from morning till 
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night to Don OiBcioso, Trho had other business 
than to answer letters which he never read, ex- 
cept to pick out a word here and there to sub- 
serve his wicked purposes. His time was em- 
ployed in galloping about the country on somo 
business or other which he had made his own, 
now halting at a cottage, and bringing the wife 
from the field to get milk for him, now putting 
a castle in excitement, from the master of the 
house down to the lowest scullion in the kitchen. 
As the jailer began to be very unhappy, and 
serious diflferences arose betwixt him and his 
wife^ he reflected that he had not yet taken ad- 
vice of the Lord of Conscienza. He immedi- 
ately did so, and a correspondence ensued some- 
what as follows : 

" Sir : A strange knight lately presented! 
himself at the castle, professing to be sent by 
your lordship, bringing an uncouth and unruly 
prisoner, to wit, a black or rather greenish mon- 
ster of a dwarf, named Salander. It has occur- 
red to me, for the first time, to inquire whether 
your lordship really sent him; secondly, what 
sort of a character he is ; thirdly, if my lord 
will not think me very impertinent in asking so 
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many questions, what measures I shall take to 
secure him, as the castle is in need of extra 
bolts.'' 

To these most earnest queries, a prompt, de- 
cisive answer was returned, and almost as quick- 
ly as voice is answered by echo, a loud knocking 
was heard at the bars of the Hartz Prison. The 
jailer took the letter with a trembling hand, 
and read : 

" Goodman : You should have asked the 
credentials of the messenger before you received 

.the prisoner. I never sent him, and would be 
the last to meddle with so dirty a thing. Do 
you know whom you have to take care of? 

♦That Don Officioso is a braggart and an impos- 
tor ; and if you had not been so great a simple- 
ton, and so ignorant of what is going on in the 
world, you might have heard something about 
him. He has brought ruin on a great many 
families and individuals. He is an illegitimate 
son, usually going by the name of the Duke 
d'Envy ; and, marrying at an early age a wo- 
man of bad disposition, named Grosippa, he had a 
large family of children, all monsters, who were 
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no sooner bom than the parents were ashamed 
of them, and tried to pahn them off upon stran- 
gers. The little imp whom you have is named 
Salander, the most noted of the progeny, and 
has thrown the whole province of Gudneiburud, 
with which I am acquainted, into confusion. 
Groodman, what have you done 7 That is one 
question. But a more important one is, what 
are you to do ? You deserve severe reprehen- 
sion for receiving the wretch without coming to 
me. But as you did it in simplicity, and, no ■ 
doubt, admitted him into Earlan without reflect- 
ing, I will inform you what course of conduct is 
to be pursued. Keep him as if you held the 
crown jewels. Watch him night and day, and 
don't stimulate him with food. If you are de- 
prived of rest and disturbed in your familj^ 
that is your business and not mine, for oh, it 
was a great mistake in opening the door of Ear- 
lan. If he gets out, no words can express the 
punishment which will ensue. Let no eye be- 
hold him. Shut him up in darkness. Other- 
wise, they will say that he is your child ; and 
think — think — think — ^what a reproach upaa 
that sweet and excellent woman — *' 
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" What's tliatl'' shouted the wife, who, hav- 
ing heard that he had a letter, came running in, 
just in time to hear the last words. 

Goodman stopped reading, folded up the let- 
ter carefully, and put it in his breast. 

"All the milk may turn sour in the dairy 
before I churn," said she, and went to bed with 
a violent, sick headache. 

When she was gone, Goodman soliloquized 
thus : " A very pretty hobble have I got into by 
my own folly, and must suffer for it, no doubt. 
My wife perpetually in tears, my lord offended, 
my rest broken, all my time taken up in attending 
to a bastard whom I despise. I find that I can 
trust my own judgment for nothing. Hereafter 
I must go to the Lord of Conscienza for every 
thing I do, or else I shall be sure to go wrong." 

Goodman walked up and down, almost dis- 
tracted, till, suddenly hearing the smothered 
cries of the little monster in the cell, he came 
to a desperate resolve. He would get rid of 
the nuisance at all hazards. He would not let 
him bawl any more, but, without saying a word 
to any one, he would quietly throttle him, and 
loss him over the battlements into the morass, 

ere the mud and waters would close over him. 
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He would not attempt to conceal Salander in a 
shroud and coffin, saying to the seamstress and 
carpenter, "DonH tell, donH tell;" but he 
would just squeeze his little neck without cere- 
mony, and lay him out, and preach the sermon, 
and bear the pall, and handle the shovel, and 
stand chief mourner, and write the epitaph — 
"the least said, the soonest mended," 
That was the way to do it. So he marched 
straight up, with the step of a grenadier, into 
hi^ wife's chamber, where he found the worthy 
woman, her head buried in the pillows. 

" My dear," said he, rummaging in the draw- 
ers, "where is that long leash that we hung 
Vengeful with '?" No answer was returned ; so 
he hunted the string until he found it. 

He now went to the door of the cell, and 
looked in. Salander was asleep. So for the 
first time he entered in, sat down, put him on 
his lap, and looked into his face. He never 
felt more strangely. The creature looked 
uglier than ever, now that his powers were 
steeped in oblivion. He pressed open his lids, 
and his eyeballs were green, green, green as 
grass, and the whites were suffiised with a saf- 
fron hue. " He has got the jaundice," said he, 
2 
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^ and will soon die a natural death. Shall I 
kill him?" 

But his better judgment told him that he 
ought to die. So he took the thong, and made 
a noose, and put it around his neck, and gave it 
a pull, when the little creature woke up. He 
gave it another pull, when the vivacious boy, 
his eyeballs almost starting out of his head, and 
apprehending what was going on, thrust his fist 
under the thong, his eyes welling over with 
tears. 

" Oh," said he, " Goodman, don't kill me. I 
did not beget myself, and was brought into the 
world without any consent qf mine." 

Now, when Groodman saw the tears in Salan- 
der's eyes, as if he lamented his own existence, 
he loosened the cord, and took a sudden affection 
for him. His unique ugliness had the effect of 
a peculiar beauty, and he could not find in 
his heart to kill him, but promised, upon his 
word and honor, that if he would keep content- 
ed in his cell, and not cry and scream as he did, 
that he would treat him with kindness. Salan- 
der promised that, hard as his position was, he 
would seek to go no further, but take whatever 
food was given to him, and rest content. So 
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Goodman looked down upon his ugly face, wiped 
his tears, almost kissed lulxiy and putting him 
down in one comer of the cell, went out and at- 
tended to the other prisoners. As he departed, 
the little monster grinned from ear to ear, and 
made a very significant gesture, which those who 
have seen will understand. 

That night Goodman lay down with every 
.prospect of sleeping very sweetly. All was 
still in the castle, for Salander, sooner than be 
put out of the world, chose to stop screaming 
and making a noise for a time. The jailer put 
his nightcap on the pillow, and already snored, 
when he was waked up by a sensation of great 
heat directly under his nose. It was his wife, 
Pryint, brandishing a red-hot poker. 

" Dear," said she, wiping the hiair upon his 
crown, which suddenly blazed up like a volcano. 

" Don't, don't !" shrieked the poor jailer, re- 
treating to the other side of the bed. 

" Dear, as I was saying, dear husband" — ^here 
she singed his whiskers. 

"Amicable relations surely should" — ^here 
she fried the tip end of his nose, upon which he 
yelled aloud, and, under the inspiration of the 
poker, began to hop, skip, and jump about tho 



'28 SALANDEK AND 

room. It was not a very graceful minuet, to 
say the least. It Was while standing breathless 
in a comer of the room, with the point of the 
hot poker about three quarters of an inch (scant 
measure) from his nose, that the following train 
of reasoning passed through his mind : 

" It is a very poor policy, after all, to fall out 
with one's wife. It is better to sacrifice a little 
pride than a gi-eat deal of comfort. Affection, 
to say the least, should prompt a man to yield a 
little to the weaker vessel. It is a great wonder 
that these things never occurred to me before." 

The poker was lowered when he had cried 
"quarter;'^ and after a little bickering and 
delay, the following articles of agreement were 
drawn up and ratified between the parties : 

I. That Mrs. Pryint Goodman should see the 
little monster. 

II. That she should assist Mr. Goodman to 
take care of him. 

III. That she should not let him out of pris- 
on, or admit a stranger to the secret. 

These preliminaries being over, Groodman said, 
"Kiss me, my love." 

*' Put on your clothes," said she, " and let ns 
gc ^t once to see the prisoner." 
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" Not now, darling- To-morrow morning will 
be as well.'' 

" At once," said she, feeling the end of the 
poker, which remained hot. 

" Well," said he, " perhaps the darkness of 
the night will promote secrecy. Pryint, upon 
your word and honor, if I show you Salander, 
you will never tell any body that you have seen 
him, nor give any description of his person ?" 

She replied, singmg in the words of an ancient 
distich : 

" I never will, I never will. 
Upon my word and honor." 

Then," said he, '' follow me ; but you will 
repent of this before long, take my word for it, 
Pryint. You will have to share with mo the 
labor of guarding him, besides being sorry that 
your eyes have ever seen him; for I tell you 
beforehand that he is an unpleasant object to 
look on, and, in some cases, the very sight would 
be dangerous." 

With this caution, which had no effect upon 
the worthy woman, he led the way to the deep, 
dark cell, where the dwarf W8^s copfined* It 
was the solemn midnight hour| when a great 
many fantastip tl^|lg^ were wopt to be seen 
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around the Hartz Prison, and strange lights 
sometimes flitted in the upper chambers, and the 
sheeted ghosts of the past glided through them 
in a melancholy train, and you heard the sounds 
of thrilling symphonies, or a wail melancholy as 
the March winds, and gorgeous pictures were 
hung out upon the walls ; but all this vanished 
with the cock-crowing at early dawn. If these 
things could have been seen by others, it would 
have been said that the castle was haunted, but 
the great draw-bridge was drawn which sepa- 
rated it from the outer world, and Goodman and 
his wife said nothing about them, and in fact 
forgot them in the business of the day. And 
now, when you could hear the pulsation of 
every little wave, and the gurgling of the great 
Aorta, and all the streams which supplied the 
moat within the walls of clay, and the measured 
beating of the great clock, Pryint took from her 
husband the little key of the particular cell, and, 
with a dark lantern, they both crept stealthily, 
looking around to see if any one were abroad. 

" Hark !" said the man. 

" It is nothing but an owl,'' said the woman. 

" I thought that I heard a mysteriQQS knock* 
ing," replied he. 
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*^ No Buch thing/' said she ; but hardly were 
the words out of her mouth when an unmistak- 
able knocking was heard — a sort of muffled 
knocking, which appeared to be at the outer 
gate. 

" I'll go,'' said she ; " stay where you are.'' 
So, being a woman of nerve, she sallied fgrth, 
and going where the sound came from, " Who's 
there," said she, " knocking the house down, 
and disturbing honest people at this hour of the 
night V' 

" Does the Lord of Conscienza reside here 1" 
was the inquiry. 

" No, he does not," replied she ; " how did 
you get over the bridge 1" 

" I will call again," was the answer. 

Pryint saw nobody, and heard nothing but 
the rushing of a pair of wings, on which it would 
appear that the mysterious messenger vanished. 
She returned to her husband. 

" What was it 1" said he. 

^^ A large night-hawk, flapping its wings on 
the gate." 

" Wife," said he, " you are a clever woman, 
for I should never have had the courage to an- 
swer to that knock, lest peradventure the Lord 
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of Conscienza had come to bring me to ac- 
count." 

Goodman now took his wife down to the deep- 
est cell of the Hartz Prison, where he paused 
awhile, and much he hesitated, with his hand 
upon the lock. 

" Oh,'' said he, " I do deeply regret to make 
this monster known, even to the wife of my bo- 
som. Far rather would I have kept him in 
darkness and oblivion, for something tells me 
that evil will ensue. But," said he, putting his 
hand on the crown of his head, and bringing 
down a shower of ashes into his eyes, " since 
you will it, draw near, Pryint. Hush ! he is 
asleep ! Fix your eyes steadily on yon comer, 
while I make a ray from the dark lantern fall 
upon him." 

Pryint put her forefinger on her right eye, 
closing it up, and placing the other eye down 
close and screwing it up to the proper focus, she 
cast a look of curiosity around the whole cham- 
ber. Then turning round to Goodman, with a 
blank expression, " Why," said she, '^ there's 
nothing here !" 

^ Ah," said he, " that's the nature of the 
beast. Look again. He is nothing at this pres- 
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ent, but before you are done with him, dearest, 
he may make himself as big as a mountain." 

Pryint put her eye down again, " Ha !" said 
she, squinting curiously, and her mouth widened 
into a cunning smile ; " I see him !" She did 
not speak' another word for five minutes, but 
spent the whole time in gazing. First, her 
mouth gradually opened ; then her eyeballs 
began to expand, for they encountered the green 
eyes of Salander. He was not asleep, or had 
woke up. They were both engaged in a contest 
to fascinate each other, when he suddenly drew 
in his breath, and shot out his tongue with a 
peculiar hissing noise, causing her to start back. 
" My eyes !" said she, continuing to gaze, and 
ialmost swallowing him up with curiosity. " 1 
never would have believed that such a thing 
could exist, and now I hardly know whether to 
credit what I see, or not. Oh, how ugly he is ! 
What an immense mouth ! What outstretched 
ears ! I believe he has no legs — " 

" Ah ! there you greatly mistake," replied 
the jailer ; " they are drawn up, but he is the 
best runner in the country ; if he were only out 
of prison he would go too fast and too far." 

" I am determined to know his whole history, 

0* 
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and from his own lips,'' said she ; " it must be 
very interesting.'' 

With this she closed the slide. The worthy 
couple retired to rest, and Goodman dreamed 
the whole night of a hot poker. 

The next morning, as they partook of their 
frugal breakfast, the wife set apart a portion of 
the meal. " Tliis," said she, " is for Salander, 
and I mean to carry it myself, for why should we 
starve the poor child to death. We have him 
imder our roof, and he is a prisoner. We ought 
to feel for his condition. I pity his ugliness, 
but that shall make no difference in my con- 
duct ; I will be a mother to him." 

Goodman laughed. 

" It is well," he said ; " I commit him to your 
charge, and shall give myself no farther trouble 
about him ; but you must be very judicious in 
your treatment of him, and don't let him go the 
length of your apron strings, or tamper with 
him in any way, for if you do — " 
- "Leave that to me," said she, wiping her 
own mouth, and retreating with a nice piece of 
buttered toast, with which she went into the cell. 

" I've brought you some breakfast," said ahe^ 
with a patronizing air. 



THE DRAGON. 85 

" Put it in here,'' said he, opening his moafli 
into a big circle. Down went a bit of crusty 
and he said it was good, 

" Want s' more," said he, and she began to 
feed him like a dog. 

^^ Don't smack so," said she ; ^^ I hate smack- 
ing." 

" Ugh ! ugh !" 

He ate all she brought him, licked the platter, 
and looking up, with eyes as big as a saucer, 
exclaimed, " Want s' more." 

" You've a good appetite," said she, 

" Ugh ! ugh !" 

Pryint laughed, and went and brought him a 
large plate of mashed potatoes, and after gob- 
bling it down, he rolled over and went to sleep, 
without ever saying " I'm much obliged." 

She thought he had a most voracious appe- 
tite. However, prisoners have nothing to think 
of except what they shall eat. If the whole 
scenery of a theater is limited to the walls of a 
gloomy cell, and the only entree is a hand with 
a platter, is it any wonder that the poor heart- 
broken spectator should be on the alert when 
the platter arrives 1 O how little knowledge of 
nature men have ! This argues gluttony, it i^ 
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true; bat it is no greater gluttony than nine 
out of every ten have. It is only the tenth 
whose prospects lie beyond the prison itself. 

Would it be believed that the jailer's wife 
began soon to feel an affection for the monster. 
Good offices make the gifted dear to the giver, 
more than the reverse. " Why," says she to 
her husband, " I've got his whole history out of 
him. After he was bom, because he was ugly, 
his parents hated him. Grosippa said he looked 
like D'Envy, and D'Envy said he resembled 
Gosippa. A quarrel ensued, in which D'Envy 
snatched up the child in a rage, and left him at 
our door." 

" Ah ! " said he, pressing his two fists 
against his two sides, '^ ha ! ha ! ha !" 

While he was laughing, Pryint went to the 
pantry, and in her excess of tenderness, skimmed 
off the cream from half a dozen pans, and made 
Salander a whip-syllabub. She went in and 
presented it to him 5 but he tasted it and did 
not like it. 

" Look here," said he, " grandmama, can't 
you put a little spirits in this ?" and he winked 
his eye so cunningly that she could not but 
laugh. 
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«^^ Don't call me grandmama," said she, al- 
most convulsed with laughter, and giving him a 
box on the ear, which sent him to the other side 
of the cell. 

" I won't call you grandmama," said he, 
jumping up into her lap, and hugging her 
around the neck till the blood flew into her 
cheeks ; " but tell me, aunty, what have you 
got in those phials with gilt stoppers V^ 

" Rank poison,'^ said she. 

"Yes, yes,'' he replied. "Go and bring 
it." 

" Don't ask it, Salander. It is not good for 
you." 

" Not for your poor little prisoner, shut up 
in darkness ?" said he, and two large tears roll- 
ed out of his eyes. " I am iU for want of air 
and exercise. Indeed I am, kind lady.'? 

She could not resist this, so she went and 
brought the phials. 

" What's this ?" said he, uncorking and smell- 
ing. " It's a volatile essence," and by the few 
rays of light which struggled into the cell, he 
read, Brethuf Suspishun. 

"Queer name! Well," he said, taking a 
smell, " that does me good. What's this? A 
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liquor ! Malign — ^well, well, that's good ! Take 
a Uttle." 

*' I don't like it," said she. 

" Yes, you do !" and with that he snatched 
her thimble from her finger, poured it full, and 
tilted it into her lips, tUl she nearly choked. It 
went right up to her brain. 

" Let's waltz," said he, seizing her round the 
waist. 

«0h, Saldi: Saldi! don't, don't! I can't 
waltz !" 

" I can," said he ; and with that he whirled 
her round till she dropped. Then he began to 
feel in her pocket for the key of the cell, and, 
having found it, he was just fumbling at the 
lock when Groodman arrived. The man was in 
a rage. He snapped Pryint by the arm, led 
her out, and locked the door. 

*^ Wife," said he, " you've been drinking too 
much. Gro to bed !" From that moment (Good- 
man was jealous. He thought that he saw the 
consequence of such unfortunate familiarity very 
soon, for his wife's temper became more and 
more crabbed as she dallied with Salander, and 
took a positive delight in his company. And 
as this unnatural liking increased by degrees, 
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her mind became so distorted that she lost the 
good opinion which she entertained for others. 
For he himself was a perfect misanthrope, and 
cursed his own parents because they had not 
strangled him in the cradle, being bom so ugly 
that looking-glasses were unsafe in his company. 
They threw him into convulsions. Pryint's tem- 
per became as bad as his, so that one day, in 
self-defense, Goodman made a funeral of the 
poker^ and buried it in the sand. 

"Since you are cold,'' said he, pmtting his 
hand upon it, " lie there, and I hope you will be 
never raised, at least above my head.'' 

He noticed that his wife, who was once ex« 
icessively attached to the Hartz Castle, and was 
never happy any where else, now often went to 
visit the neighbors, and he conjectured that it f 

was on some matters connected with Salander. 
The peace of his family was threatened to be 
destroyed. Do you want to know what business 
she was about on these visits 1 We will tell 
you. Not far from Hartz there was m. (m- 
cient place, called Fussom House. It was so 
situated that if there was any breeze stirring 
it was sure to get it. Some persons would hay^ 
thought it out of the world, and it was, in fact. 
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removed from vulgar gaze ; but then the inmates 
employed a great many servants and couriers, 
who were kept running to inform them of what 
was going on in the affairs of the nation, such 
as Neuspiper, Stimbote, Telgraff, and others, 
whose names I can not recall. Snapit was the 
name of the family who kept the lodge, and 
thither Pryint, on the invitation of Mrs. Snapit, 
was lately in the habit of running upon social 
visits to drink a decoction of a very pleasant 
herb, called Tee. On these occasions she was 
taken into the garden, and also to investigate 
every portion of the house of Fussom, except 
the apartments occupied by the family. In re- 
turn for these civilities Mrs. Snapit manifested 
a desire to make a visit to Hartz Castle, which, 
she understood, was a very curious place, abound- 
ing in secret chambers, and with many things 
about it wonderfully made. Above all things, 
she would like to see the dungeons, in which she 
was informed that never a ray of light entered, 
and those who were confined never came forth 
again to the day. Mrs. Goodman informed her 
that the place was held by them under strict 
supervision of the Lord of Conscienza, without 
whose consent they were afraid to do any thing. 
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for he Tfas perpetually sending for papers, and 
reports, and accounts current, and Goodman 
Tf as on pins and needles the whole time, lest he 
should aflfront his master. Nevertheless, she 
would ask her lord whether she might be ad- 
mitted. 

Mrs. Snapit tossed up her head. 

"You need do no such thing, Groodman, for I 
know all about him, and am very thankful that 
we are not under his control. Fussom has had 
nothing to do with him for ten years, although 
they used to be on good terms. I beg you will 
think no more about it, Groodman.'' 

" But," said she, " I will. I wish you to see 
the place very much, and can assure you that I 
feel the restrictions, and, in fact, I am itching 
to break through the rules. I could show you 
something, Snapit, which would make yon open 
your eyes wide.'^ 

" Ah !" said she, " what's that V^ 

" Something which, if it were known in this 
part of the world, would make a great talk, bnt 
at present the knowledge is confined to the pris- 
on. Goodman and I are very strict about it.j 
indeed, so much on the guard that I think it in- 
jures our health." 
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^^I thought that something was preying on 
your mind, Groodman, and have thought so for 
some time past, but delicacy prevented me from 
speaking of it.'' 

" It is true that I am overburdened, and feel 
the need of a friend ; but to show you this ob- 
ject I can not, for I am pledged to my husband, 
and my husbond is pledged to Conscienza." 

" Oh, I do not wish to see it, Groodman. That 
is not at all necessary. I would not have you 
break your word with any one, not even with 
such a person as Lord Conscienza ; but as you 
have hinted about it, could you not give me a 
little description? You know what sort of a 
person I am." 

" Of course ; there will be no harm in telling 
yon thus much, but you must let it go no far- 
ther, Snapit* You must know we've got a new 
comer at the castle, of the most eccentric char- 
acter." 

Mrs. Snapit pricked up her ears* 

" Yes — a prisoner." 

" La, me ! what a wicked world it is ! Whut 
has he done?" 

" That I don't know, but I suppose that he 
has been injurious. We only know that his 
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propensities are bad, and that he most not be 
let loose, nor exposed to yiew.'^ 

" What's his name 1" 

^^ Salander — the ugliest little beast the eyes 
ever looked on. Hold your ear this way, Snap- 
it — ^for mercy's sake, keep entirely dark — ^he is 
a monster." 

Mrs. Snapit drew back and opened her 
mouth in the shape of the letter O, while her 
eyes nearly bulged out of her head. 

" You perfectly astonish me, Groodman^'^ 

" Yes, he's black — I may say green. We did 
not want to take him ; he came upon us by ac- 
cident, and we keep him upon compulsion. He 
is very troublesome, and sometimes takes all of 
Groodman's strength and mine to hold him, and 
eats more than he is worth. If he should get 
away — ^but we mean to look out for that. I 
don't know but I have done very wrong in telling 
you even thus much, but you won't betray me, 
Snapit 1" 

" Oh, no, of course. I'd give my eyes to see 
him, you have excited my curiosity so muoh } 
you know aU is honorable between friends." 

" Don't tempt me. Snappy. You'd wish you 
had never seen him, indeed you would." 



44 SALANDER AND 

" Oh, I don't believe he's so ugly as Mrs. 
Fussom's little boy, whom they do say that they 
gave corrosive sublimate to, although I don't 
believe one word of it — ^it's a most cruel re- 
port — " 

" La, me ! I never heard it." 

" You hav'nt ? I thought every body had 
heard it. For goodness sake, don't tell it. 
They called him Mr. Blab, and he killed three 
nurses. What did you say was the name of 
your little monster?" 

" Salander." 

Here the friends parted, Pryint to go back to 
the castle, and Snapit to visit the gardener's 
wife at the next neighbor's. 

And the gardener's wife went to see Mrs. 
Tattleby. 

And Mrs. Tattleby went to see Mrs. Wat- 
ovit. 

I mention this to show that it was, before the 
arrival of Salander, a very social neighborhood. 
Oh, the grass never grew on the footpaths, and 
the roads were dusty all the time. They met 
with smiles and the shaking of hands, and they 
parted with repartees and laughter. In the 
winter time, the deep winter time, about the 
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advent of our dear Lord, the tokens of kindness 
and good fellowship were exchanged freely, and 
hand grasped hand, and heart responded to 
heart, while the fires blazed on every hearth, 
and music was heard in every dwelling. 

When Pryint went home she gave the dwarf 
his supper. She had awakened him out of a 
sound sleep, and he was very cross. 

" I was dreaming of green gooseberries/' 
said he ; "I don't want your bonny clabber,'* 
and he kicked her. 

" Saldi, for shame ! take your supper this 
instant minute, and go to bed." 

He yawned fearfully, and threw his arms over 
his head ; then taking the bowl, he smeared his 
mouth with it, and put it away, in infinite dis- 
gust. " I don't like it," said he. 

" Good night, Saldi ; I hope you'll be in a 
better humor to-morrow morning." 

He said nothing, but began to snore aloud, 
looking as hideous as a little imp. 

" My dear," said Mrs. Goodman, some days 
after this, for these good people were trying to 
be reconciled to each other, " I have a piece of 
news to tell you, for I do not wish to keep any 
thing from you. Oh, Goodman ! I wish that I 
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could find you acting toward your wife in the 
same manner, but I regret to say, Goodman, 
that you treat me more like a slave than a wife 
— ^a plighted wife — ^indeed you do, Groodman. 
It is no matter ; I have a little piece of news to 
tell you, and it is on condition that you will let 
it go no farther ; but have you ever heard that 
the Fussom's had a monster bom in the 
family 1" 

' " No, I never heard it, and don't believe it. 
You should not listen to such things, Pryint.^' 

^'How can you help it, when it is talked 
about. I should not believe it, but I have it 
from one of the household, a friend at the lodge. 
Yes, they called him Mr. Blab." 

" I am sorry for them. It is a misfortune, 
not a fault. It might be worse." 

" There you have hit the nail on the head : 
it is worse." 

Groodman said nothing. 

" Shut the door," said she, looking around 
warily, and speaking in a whisper ; " it is too 
horrible to think of, but they killed the child 
with corrosive sublimate." 

^' Then they ought to be hanged as high as 
Haman, and I would like to be the sheriff to do 
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it. But I don't believe it, and shan't bother my 
head about it." 

" You had better not," said she, " except 
vou want to get yourself into trouble." 

There was a pause in the conversation. 

'^And I have a piece of news to tell you, 
madam. Do you know — do you know — " 

Pryint was out of breath, 

«Eh1 What?" 

^^ A piece of family news which concerns iGb 
Both." 

" Groodness me !" 

" Perhaps you have heard it ?" 

"Not a word. Why do you torment me, 
(Joodman 1" 

" I don't want to torment you, dearest. Far 
be it from me to torment you. Did you ever 
know me to do so ? On the contrary, you have 
often tormented me, in one way or another, but 
let by-gones be by-gones." 

Here he began to fumble in the ashes to light 
his pipe, and not succeeding, asked his wife to 
find him a coal, or a hot poker. 

" Really, Goodman, this is of a piece with 
your conduct. You try to aggravate me." 

"Shall I tell you," says he, "or shall I 
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not ? If I do not tell you, you will be displeased, 
and if I tell you, you will be more displeased. 
You are a queer woman, Pryint.'' 

She stamped her foot. 

" Tease me no more," said she ;" I wish to 
know, good or bad." 

" Very well, then," said he. " For a day or 
two past, I have seen a number of persons re- 
connoitering our house, and every person whom 
I have met has cast at me a strange look, and 
some have smiled, and some have whispered, 
and some have pointed, and I could not for the 
life of me think what might be the matter now. 
At last my neighbor comes boldly up to me, 
takes me by the hand, and says, ' I'm sorry for 
you, but may you have strength to bear your 
affliction well.' I was frightened, and said, 
^ You have the advantage of me.' ' Why,' said 
he, ^ I understood your wife had brought you a 
monster — ' " 

Mrs. Groodman measured her length on the 
floor, with a piercing shriek. At last, when a 
little recovered, no words can ex ress her passion. 

" This comes," said she, " from taking this 
person into your house, ai d innocent persons 
must sufifer by it." 
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" Not so,'' replied he ; " it comes from tramp- 
ing about the country, Pryint, instead of mind- 
ing your own business at home. Now, although 
the child was left with me, I suppose I shall 
have to father him, or let him go." 

" You shall let him go," said she ; " it is 
downright cruelty to keep the poor little fellow 
locked up in the Hartz Prison. He must go 
back to his parents, and the Duke d'Enyy must 
bear the responsibility. This suspicion will kiU 
me." 

" Then you should not have let the secret 
sUp." 

" I have been true to my promise, I can let 
you know, and will not bear these reproaches. 
I merely stated in perfect confidence to Snapit 
that we had a prisoner, and in general terms 
that he was ugly, but entered into no details. 
Call you that letting the prisoner loose ?" 

"No; you might better have shown them 
Salander in the cell, for then they might have 
asked him whence he came, and what his ob- 
jects, and they would have seen that he does 
not resemble us." 

" Very well, then, we had better give him his 
freedom at once." 
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** If we do that we can not tell what mischief 
he will do to us." 

" If he do evil to us, it would be very un- 
grateful, after we have entertained him kindly, 
and sent him rejoicing on his way." 

" No confidence can be placed in any moulded 
in his shape. Ho may injure us at every step. 
Now he would fain go, presently he may wish 
to return and tdke up his abode with us." 

" Then," said she, " we are no worse off than 
we are now." 

" Not if he bring others with him 1 But that 
is not all. Besides this there will be a punish- 
ment due to us from the Lord of Conscienza, 
and what it is we do not know, but have reason 
to suppose that it will be dreadful." 

At that very instant a loud knocking was 
heard at the gate, and he knew that his lordship 
had come on a visit to the castle, and trembled. 
He asked his wife if she did not hear it, and 
she replied she did not. This time she spoke 
the truth, for she was becoming deaf. Consci- 
enza complained that he had several times 
knocked at the gate, and could not make her 
hear. During this visit the accounts were 
overhauled, and the jailer received some re- 
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proaches, for he acknowledged that he had not 
in all respects done his duty. On looking over 
the hooks, it was found that on some days ho 
had failed to keep a regular account, trusting to 
memory. This was objected to as slovenly, and 
contrary to the rules of business. On some 
pages he had neglected to balance the book. 
There were entries about which he equivocated, 
and could not give any satisfactory explanation ; 
but when his lord questioned him about the safe 
keeping of Salander, on which the well-being of 
the Hartz territories, and the whole country 
round about, did very much depend, we are sorry 
to say that Goodman told a lie about it. The 
fact was, he was a coward in the presence of 
Conscienza ; as one of the more distinguished 
subjects of that potentate said a good while ago, 
with a very serious look, " He makes cowards 
of us all.'' At the same time, it must be said 
of him, that when any one did well, his smil« of 
approbation was so sweet and bland that it was 
worth a day's journey to obtain it. By some 
things which were said on the present occasion, 
he was really stung to the quick, and every now 
and then he shed tears. " Oh, Salander, Salan- 
der!" he said, looking into the dungeon, "I 
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wish I had never entertained you. I am afraid 
you will yet bring upon us a great deal of trou- 
ble. It is truly painful to me and my wife to 
keep you in prison. We are afraid we shall 
have to make the cell darker." 

One day, his wife finding him in tears, asked 
him what he was continually blubbering about, 
and he confessed that his feelings had been so 
hurt by the rebuke of Conscienza that he could 
not get over it. She replied that Sconcy (so 
she called him) was an old tyrant, and she 
would hold up both hands for getting rid of his 
jurisdiction. 

" The fact is,'' said she, " we are not ser- 
vants, but slaves." 

Goodman acknowledged that it was so, for he 
was somewhat irritated ; but " My dear," he 
said, " you know it is a hard world. The ques- 
tion is, if we relinquish him, whether we shall 
not find harder masters, and be greater slaves." 

" I don't know about that," said she ; " but 
you know well enough, Goodman, that you dare 
not call your soul your own. At every step you 
are held in bodily fear, and are like a galley 
slave bound to a chain. Were you not well 
thrashed a year ago for permitting your heart to 
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fmf^ ^ter Miss Prettiphella 1 That you 
richly deserved, and I would not have lifted a 
finger to save you, for it was an enormous out- 
rage, by which you forfeited all the respect 
which I owed you, Goodman. But let that pass* 
The encroachments of Conscienza are more than 
you, as a man, ought to submit to. I tell you 
this as your true wife, forgiving all injuries 
which you have done to me, and I will tell you 
a plan which I have conceived pretty soon to get 
rid of this jurisdiction for a time, without injury 
to either, and with much benefit to both.'' 

Goodman said never a word, but he ques- 
tioned in his own mind very much what the plot 
might be. That very night she revealed it ; and 
as he was more and more troubled in his mind, 
and kept brooding over his cuts and indignities, 
he was, in an evil hour, brought over to hiis 
wife's opinion, that to get a little temporary 
ease, they would be rid of these reprimands, flud 
yet continue to hold the castle. 

" What is it, Pryint ? Let us hear your 
plan, and if there is any thing feasible in it, I 
won't object. I won't object, for oh, I can^ 
get over the sting of his words, and my peace of 
xnind is gone." 
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<^ Do you know any thing about mu8io V^ said 
she. 

" Not at all.^' 

" So I should think, for I have never noticed 
any melody in you since I knew you. You 
have no ear at all. Of course, then, you can't 
dance ?" 

" You know I can't, Pryint ; I never indulge 
in such follies." 

^'Nor I either; only in the simple contra- 
dances I can take step. But the more pity for 
you." 

^' And prythee why, good woman V^ 

^' Because it is now necessary that you should 
sustain your part. There is to be an entertain- 
ment to-morrow night." 

^^ i}iit we can't go without consulting the Lord 
pf Conscienza." 

" Pooh, pooh ! say nothing about it. He will 
never know it ; it is in an out-of-the-way place. 
Will you go ?" 

« Y-y-yes." 

" Enough said. Leave the rest to me. Now 
let us take a good sleep, for we shall not have 
much to-morrow night." 

They went to bed, but tlie jailer could not 
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sleep, or he slept badly, dreaming that he saw 
his lord offended, standing by his bedside. 

But let us follow the couple, and see what ad- 
venture this new scheme of his wife's contriving 
will lead to. The next day, before sundown, 
the little dwarf received a nice sop for his sup- 
per, some bitters for his health, and had a pros- 
pect held out of liberty. After that, Groodman's 
horses were caparisoned and put before the best 
wagon he had. Also his wife arrayed herself in 
her best bonnet, and in all the gewgaws which 
she possessed. They then drove the carriage 
over the bridge, taking a by-road, to escape the 
notice of the Lord of Conscienza. All the 
country people who saw them start off, wondered 
what this staid couple could have in their heads, 
for it was very unusual to see them leaving the 
castle at that hour. For a long time Goodman 
did not utter a single word ; at last he said, 

" Wife, I don't like this adventure, and have 
a mind to turn back." 

" If you do," said she, " I will never live 
with you again. But go back you shan't while 
I have a vote," and she took the reins out of his 
hand, and gave the horses a whack. In short, 
she drove them the rest of the way. But per- 
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haps you would like to know eK)mething of ihe 
entertainment to which they were going. 

A great baron, named Luvuruv Thewold, on 
the occasion of the birth of an heir, gave a -feast 
in the village of Drownthort to all his vassals. 
He killed a great many sheep and oxen, and 
caused to be rolled from his cellars a great many 
hogsheads of ale and wine. They had spent j 

the wholer day in feasting and jollity, and they ! 

expected to dance all night at a ball. There | 

would have been no harm in occasional rejoicings 
of this kind, but Luvuruv never had occupied 
his mind about more important matters, and he j 

encouraged this spirit so much that many of his j 

attendants were dissipated and unworthy to be j 

trusted, robbing their master of his old wines, | 

neglecting duty, and thinking that the main bus- 
iness of life was to dance and sing. Lazy and , 
irresponsible, they could not taste the sweetness I 
of that recreation which is purchased by honest 
toil, and which nerves the arm for noble endea- 
vors. Like master like man. Luvuruv was 
not happy, though he spent his whole time in 
trying to be amused. Many of his vassals be- 
came bloated and died prematurely, and taking 
them as a body, he could not surely depend upon 
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them in case his dominions were subjected to 
assault. They had more than once deserted his 
banners, flying into the valleys like sheep. It 
was a dishonest thing for Goodman to have any 
thing to do with him or his servants, for he was 
an enemy to the Lord of Conscienza. 

The shades of night had already fallen when 
the jailer's equipage entered the town of Drown- 
thort. There was an air of madness and hilarity 
in the whole place, for first of all, be it observed, 
it was in position eminently romantic, the houses 
perched up very high, and, overlooking an exhil- 
arating prospect, the air cool and sparkling. 

But on this occasion Drownthort was " beside 
itself." Every house flashed with illumination ; 
flags hung over the balconies ; fantastically 
dressed crowds were in the streets ; music 
abounded. Goodman and his wife wended their 
way to the great hall, where to the sound of lilt- 
ing music, drawn from skillful players on the 
harp, mixed with the notes of flutes, already 
were the young men and maidens mingling in the 
dance. The pleasant agreement of the move- 
ment and the melody, the splendor of so many 
variegated lamps, the gay dresses, which served 
ifO jet forth many a beautiful form, the high tone 
8* 
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of enjoyment, and intoxicating effect of tlie 
whole spectacle, bewildered Goodman, not ac- 
customed to such a sight. For a long time he 
stood in a comer, looking like a fool, but as the 
night wore on, he plucked up courage, and 'at 
last, stimulated by some wine, waxed very bold. 
Taking a young maiden by the hand, he essayed 
to lead off in the merry dance, with a great 
many extravagant grimaces, and he fancied 
himself to be young again. Pryint caught him 
coquetting, and was astonished. She herself 
was delighted to see him in so jovial a humor, 
because it enabled him to forget for a time the 
allegiance which he owed to Conscienza. As he 
showed no disposition to come away, and had 
given himself up to pleasure, in good season, 
and before the gray light of the morning dawned 
upon the revelers, she approached, as he stood 
with a little group refecting themselves around 
the rim of a capacious punch-bowl, and tapping 
him on the shoulder with the slats of her ivory 
fan, said, 

" Come, Mr. Groodman, it is time to go." 
"Ay, ay," said he, "coming, my lady. I 
will order the carriage," for he was very drunk, 
and his wife drew him by the arm, as he was 
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helping himself to a little of the raw fluid. Not 
being able to find his coachman or his footman, 
for which imaginary characters he stood bawl- 
ing in the court of the tavern, for he was indis- 
posed or unable to yoke his own team, his wife 
took him by the nape of the neck, and leading 
him to the pump, pumped water on his head till 
he was almost drowned. 

" Groodman," said she, " don't make a beast 
of yourself. You are the pest of my life." 

The water revived him, and brought him to 
his legs, and his first reflection was — " All this 
comes from my own folly. Had I done my duty 
with reference to an Officioso, then I should not 
for one moment have taken into keeping a Sa- 
lander, and then I should not have come here 
to disgrace myself. What trouble has that one 
act already brought on me ! and what will it yet 
bring? Live and learn. Only let me get out 
of this scrape-— come along, wife, let's be going 
home." 

" Not yet, my dear," said she. " We came 
on business — ^we have yet attended only to pleas- 
ure. You have forgotten Conscienza, but no 
steps have been taken to make him forget you." 

"Good gracious!" exclaimed he, with a 
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look of horror, " you do not intend to commit 
murder '?" 

" No, indeed, you old fool — come along.'' So 
Goodman permitted himself to be led. 

Now there lived in the suburbs of the town 
of Drownthort an old fortune-teller and sor- 
ceress, much resorted to by all classes, although 
the latter calling she exercised secretly. It was 
very strange that she should live in a crazy gar- 
ret, when by her forecast she might take ad- 
vantage of coming events; but it is possible 
that she enjoyed the confidence of simple folks 
more than she would the comforts of a fine 
house and servants. Her name was Python, 
and it was only known to the populace that she 
consulted the heavens and foretold destinies, 
not that she practiced the Black Art, or hei 
old dwelling would have been pulled down about 
her ears. Among other things she had a magic 
potion, which would put one into a profound 
sleep for a whole year ; and if, perchance, the 
senses of a good man might be overcome for 
that length of time, the wicked might revel un- 
molested. Goodman became very much troubled 
in his mind, and the image of his master seem- 
ed to stand before him and frown, when he was 
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made aware of this mad and perilous scheme ; 
but it was too late to turn back, for his wife 
had already knocked at the door of the old en- 
chantress. 

" Who's there ?" she said, immediately 
thrusting her head out of a loop-hole above, and 
interrogating in a harsh scream. 

" A friend," replied Pryint. " A friend who 
needs counsel." 

She disappeared, and returning in an instant, 
as she opened the door, said, angrily, " Why do 
you come when the very cats are no longer 
abroad? Walk in." And as they entered, 
tiiey saw by the light of the taper a hideous 
hag, toothless, except that two fangs protruded 
above her upper lip, as if to give her tongue 
free play between their venomous points. She 
waa all wrinkled and doubled up, and words 
would fail to convey her exact image. The first 
thing she did was to shut the door, lock it, and 
put the key in her bosom. 

" Now," said she," " you are in my house, 
and can not go out till I tell you ;" and she 
smiled. 

The jailer and his wife were alarmed. 

" This way," she said, leading them up a 
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narrow staircase, then through many a winding 
passage, till she brought them to the chamber 
where she kept her instruments of art. " What 
is it you want V^ she said ; " to know future 
events?" 

" No ; the potion," whispered Pyrint, look- 
ing around, as if the walls had ears. 

" The potion V^ said she. " Ah ! ha ! that 
costs more." 

Goodman and his wife became more alarmed. 

" Yes, yes," said Mrs. Goodman ; " the po- 
tion, to put a friend of ours asleep for one year, 
if — ^if — ^if — the expense of so doing — " 

" Stop, dear," exclaimed the hag, " or you 
will spoil the draught ; it is now brewing — don't 
you hear it bubble over the flame of that 
lamp ?" 

" I— I — I say," said Groodman, seizing the 
old woman's arm. 

She drew back with ferocity, and almost an- 
nihilated him by her glance ; then she mumbled 
an incantation, putting in herbs, plucked under 
the moon's pale light ; then, when she had 
made the mixture, she uncorked the phial and 
put it in and sealed it up, and handing it to 
Pryint, " Dear," said she, " look at him when 
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you give this — approach and hold it to his nos- 
trils, and when it reaches his brain pour the 
whole of it down his throat, and Consciensa will 
be asleep,'' 

'' Dear me !" exclaimed the man and his 
wife in one breath, ^^she knows his name;" 
and they were afraid. 

" And what's the cost of it ?" said Pryint, 
"we are poor people, very, very, very poor." 

" Very, very, very poor," shrieked the hag, 
in a voice approaching a whistle ; '' and by the 
Holy Cross, if ye come here penniless at this 
hour, ye shall go out poisoned." 

" O dear ! how much 1" said Pryint, fum- 
bling for a few silver coins in her wallet. 

" A hundred sizentiersy^^ exclaimed the hag. 

" What is to become of us 1" exclaimed both 
in a breath. " We can't pay it." 

"Ay, but it shall be paid," said Python ; " and 
until the sizentiers are paid, I will take a mort- 
gage upon all you have and all you are worth." 

Excessive fear compelled both Goodman and 
his wife to do as the hag told them ; and they 
sat down in her apartment and executed a 
mortgage on their property for the receipt of 
the potion to put Conscienza asleep for one 
2* 
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year. Never did people feel so small as they 
did after their night's adventure, when in the 
gray of the morning they reached home, and 
frightened, wearied, mortified they went to bed 
and sunk into a sound sleep, from which they 
were not even awakene 1 by the screams of Sa- 
lander calling for his breakfast. 

The next day they both felt very badly, and 
Goodman reproached his wife bitterly. He 
stated the results of her advice in a series of 
propositions, thus : 

I. They had left the castle unprotected, and 
incurred the displeasure of Conscienza. 

II. They had disgraced themselves by late 
hours and intemperate gayety. 

III. They had encouraged witchcraft. 

IV. They had been swindled. 

The amount of it was, they were totally ruined. 
They had fled from one master and were in the 
hands of a sorceress, who at any moment could 
bewitch them, or administer secret poison. The 
one hundred sizentiers must be paid ; of that 
there could be no question. 

" My dear, what a croaker you are,'' said 
his wife ; ^' listen to what I say. As to the 
nzentiers. dear as the price is, we will manage 
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to wring them out of others. I will have them 
fertheoming.'^ 

" I think you will," said he. 

^' Then, again, it is worth a large sum. First, 
we shall get rid of Salander. He must leave 
tibis place. The disturbance is too great, the 
health of the child suffers, and I am itching to 
let him go. Our reputation is at stake as long 
as l^ere is a vague suspicion that we are pos- 
sessed of a strange being, people don't know 
what, and they will think he is our own until 
they see him — a rumor which has become rife, 
owing to the vile tongue of Snapit. But before 
we can entirely set loose Salander, Conscienza 
must be put to sleep, and think what comfort 
we shall have then. None of those perpetual 
knockings at the door, and tyrannical reproofs, 
which you have so long submitted to. The cas- 
tle will be our own.'' 

" Ay, ay ! you can see through a pine board, 
woman. Take your own way. The effect of 
the potion is only temporary, and I should not 
be surprised if Salander, and the sorceress, and 
Consdienza, should all come back together, and 
I should have to pay the sizentiers to the one 
ttad'tlie tlireatened punishment to the other." 
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" Take your liat, Goodman, and come with me. 
I mean to administer the potion at once, and I 
hope he'll neyer wake up." 

" If he eyer does wo be to us, wife." 
The Lord of Conscienza was sitting in his 
abode, calm and serene, as a monarch on his 
throne, and as they approached him, both trem- 
bled and held their heads down, for he gazed at 
them steadily. He asked them if they had done 
all things as he directed to the poor and needy 
within their reach, and when they answered in 
the aflSrmative, for they had indeed fed many, 
his smile of approbation was so bland and sweet 
that it melted their hearts. But when he in- 
quired if they had kept the little Salander safe 
and sound, Goodman stammered, and his wifcf 
seeing that the moment had come, approached 
and held the phial so that the pungent odor 
should reach his brain. In a moment his eyes 
waxed heavy, his head sank upon his breast, 
and she hastened to apply the liquid to his lips. 
The deed was done. The subtile essence stole 
through all his veins, outstripped the blood, and 
reached the very source of life. Stupor possess- 
ed him, and he who was lately so active and 
watchful lay stretched in his palace in a deep 
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trance, for the decoction was composed of the 
most drowsy herbs, such as Think-not, and 
World's-care, and Never-pray. The influence 
acted upon Groodman and his wife, for they both 
became immediately callous, and felt not the 
least compunction for what they had done, but 
proceeded to bind the Lord of Conscienza hand 
and foot in his own house ; but they little thought 
of the time when he should wake up in his 
majesty and strength. 

Great indeed was the comfort of the people 
who lived in the Hartz Prison, when at last 
freed from their master's supervision. They 
went not to ask his advice in the morning, nor 
to be questioned and examined at the close of 
day ; and they were not troubled with the te- 
dious keeping of books or balancing of accounts, 
living from hand to mouth. They also got rid 
of certain observances which Conscienza had en- 
joined upon them, as well as upon all his sub- 
jects, such as saying their prayers regularly at 
least twice every day ; for Goodman complained 
that it wore out the knees of his clothes. They 
also. led a more jovial life, and sent for a cask 
of malt liquor from the town of Drownthort, and 
all the neighbors wondered what could have 
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brought so great change over them. It was ra- 
mored that they did not pay their debts. 

Seeing nothing of the sorceress for some time, 
they forgot all about the tribute of sizentiersy 
having been informed by a lawyer that the 
mortgage which they had executed was not 
worth a single stiver, because their lord (at 
present in a trance) had a previous mortgage on 
their whole estate. They would take care not 
to put themselves again into the clutches of the 
old lady, and if she dared to injure them by her 
incantations, or to say one word about the bar- 
gain they had made, they would expose it to the 
world that she was a witch, which would entitle 
her to be burned. 

All things being ready for the much-cherished 
scheme of letting Saldi go, they went one day to 
the cell and communicated the intelligence, by 
which he was overcome with joy, and threw a 
series of somersets. They then led him out by 
a chain into the parlor, and tied him to the and- 
iron, until they could make arrangement for his 
more perfect liberty. When Goodman and his 
wife gazed at the little dwarf behind and before, 
they became more struck with his deformity 
ihiux when they held him a close prisoner in the 
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cell, for they scarcely permitted their own eyes 
to gaze on him, and besides the place was so se- 
cret and so dark. But now, as he danced round 
the andiron, almost choking himself by the 
winding of the chain, forcing his tongue out of 
his mouth, and almost making his green eyes 
bulge out of his head, Pryint exclaimed, laugh- 
ing as if she would die, 

" Oh, Saldi, what a beauty you are !" then 
unwinding the chain, and leading him along, 
^^ come and look at yourself in the glass," said 
she. 

She was several dollars the loser by that piece 
of folly, for the dwarf no sooner saw himself in 
the mirror than he kicked it into a thousand 
fragments ; then touching his chapeau, and bow- 
ing to the earth, " Excuse me, madam," he 
said, " but I can not permit a rival ; neither do 
I think it right that your ladyship should be 
burdened by taking my brother to board." 
Then looking down and seeing a hundred little 
images of himself in the pieces of the mirror, he 
began a fantastic dance upon his heels, whereby 
he smashed them into a fine powder. 

Pryint, in a rage, gave the chain a pull, 
which squeezed the dwarPs neck into a compass 
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not much larger than the circumference of a 
wedding ring; then snatching him up, jammed 
him down violently into a child's arm chair, 
where, being corpulent about the loins, he stuck. 
Goodman added to the infliction by slapping his 
cheeks, on which he bawled out so tremendously 
that he could be heard to the distance of one 
mile. This brought the neighbors to the prison 
from far and near to see what was to pay. 

" I declare," said Groodman, looking around 
the room at the ruin, " this is too bad. My 
little man, we can't keep you any longer, as you 
have been a great damage to us, and on some 
conditions we mean to discharge you this very 
day." 

"All the better," said Salander; "give us 
the passports." 

"Yes," proceeded Goodman, "we mean to 
send you to seek your fortune in the world. 
Upon your word and honor you will do harm to 
nobody ?" 

" Na !" replied he ; " na, na !" 

Then Goodman directed his attention to a 
chart which hung up — for in his younger days he 
had been a great traveler — a chart of tides, and 
currents, and quicksands, and a lively delinea- 
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tion of the boundaries of all the countries in the 
known worid. 

" See here, my little man," said he, " will 
you promise to leave this country without delay, 
and never come back again, and — ^fix your eyes 
up here — ^will you immediately take ship, cross 
over the Mare Meditterraneum to Tripoli, so on 
through the great Sahara, the dominions of 
Prester John, and the Prince of Abyssynia, cross 
the Moimtains of the Moon, and finally settle 
down at Mozambique ?" 

Salander thumped his liver most emphatically, 
nodded his head, and ejaculated " Yaw, yaw !'^ 
" And will you try to reform the savages V^ 
Saldi grinned from ear to ear. That was the 
very thing which he had been thinking of, and 
if no objection lay he would like to visit the 
Thracian Bosphorus, and take the Holy Land 
in his way, and from Mozambique would cross 
the channel to the Ethiopian Archipelago ; 
*^ The farther the better, only," said he, " you 
will give me a nice walking stick with a silver 
head, won't you, papa V^ 

" What shall we do without the little fellow ?" 
exclaimed Pryint ; and she hegan to set the table 
to give him his dmner before he went. She put 
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0)1 a snow-white cloth, and knife and fork, and 
platter, and a haunch of venison, to be followed 
by a pudding of wild oats. He took his seat, 
commanded silence by hammering loudly on the 
table, and folding his arms over his bosom, and 
rolling his eyes up most hypocritically, aflfected 
to say grace. Groodman and his wife would 
have been displeased at the act once, but now 
they laughed aloud. In the mean time the 
neighbors, attracted by his screams, arrived, 
and were freely admitted. 

" Saldi, Mrs. Snapit.^^ 

"How do? take seat." 

" Saldi, Mrs. Fussom's nurse." 

" How's Mr. Blab ?" 

" Saldi, Mrs. Goodsoul." 

" Good morning." 

" Saldi, Mrs. Pompus." 

" I'm happy to see you, Pompus," etc. 

It is impossible to express the surprise of those 
present when they looked at the dwarf, but the 
remarks were something as follows : 

First Lady. I never could have imagined 
any thing of the kind. 

Second Lady. My ears heard something 
vague, but I did not credit my ears. 
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Third Lady. Now my eyes behold it, I can 
hardly credit my eyes ! 

Fourth Lady. Perfectly horrible ! far worse 
than I supposed. 

Fifth Lady. Who would have supposed it ! 
what is the world coming to ? 

Sixth Lady. We can't be too thankful that 
we are not the parents of such. 

Setenth Lady. The world will never be- 
lieve us that there is such a monster in the 
world. 

Saldi. Hold your tongues. 

While this conversation proceeded, the window 
was slightly darkened, and the casque and 
plume of a knight were seen, who looked in upon 
the company and smiled. Groodman and Pryint 
both started from their seats, ejaculating, in a 
breath, " Don Officioso ! Don Officioso !'' They 
ran to the door, but saw nobody, and heard only 
the clattering of hoofs. 

" Saldi, your papa has been here," said they, 
returning. 

" Nobody wishes to father Salander," says 

he ; " no matter, those who take me up will 

have to father me, that's all. Want's more ;" 

and he swallowed the last mouthful of pudding* 

4 
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" This is the last meal you will take here," 
said Pryint ; " what liquor will you drink 1'' 

He winked his eye and crooked his forefinger 
in the most knowing manner, to beckon her to- 
ward him. 

" What is it, darling ?" said she, putting her 
ear down. 

He placed his arm round her neck, and whis- 
pered loud enough for all the company to hear, 
" Crambamb.'^ 

She went and procured it. 

" Now," said he, swallowing it at a single 
gulp, and rising from the table, which he over- 
turned, " we must be getting ready. Your lit- 
tle boy wants a pair of silver spurs." 

She went and procured him a pair of silver 
spurs. 

"And now he wants a sash and small 
sword." 

She went and procured him a sash and small 
Bword. 

Then the dwarf put them on, and placing his 
chapeau under his arm, went all round to kiss 
the company good-by, beginning with the old 
people first. But the new comers screamed and 
placed their hands before their faces.. 
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" They make believe not to be fond of me,'' 
said he ; "I could make either one of them fall 
in love with me." 

After he had taken an affectionate leave of 
Goodman and his wife, they conducted him into 
the open air, to a narrow point of land, called 
Tungland. This was ruddy, and apparently of 
volcanic origin, and jutted from the headland 
into the open sea. 

" Now," said they, urging him to the end of 
this point with a pitchfork, " don't look behind 
you — jump and swim for your life." 

At the word, Salander placed his fingers in 
his mouth, and produced a piercing whistle, 
when suddenly a whizzing in the air was heard, 
and a bat-winged dragon made his appearance, 
on whose back Salander leaped, and striking his 
spurs deep, vanished speedily in the clear blue 
air. 

" Heaven defend us !" said the jailer to his 
wife, " we have entertained an evil spirit." 




- : > 



SALANDER AND THE DRAGON. 
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In the province of Gudneiburud, high up on 
an eminence, there stood at the date of this 
story a beautiful alabaster palace, called Gud- 
naim. Builded of so pure a material, and glis- 
tening in the transparent air and sunshine, it 
looked as if a sculptor had carved it. Its har- 
monious proportion filled the eye with pleasure, 
and in the midst of the dreamy and bewildering 
realm of Beuti, and the richly cultivated fields 
of Meind, it was the very object which enhanced 
both — ^the darling inheritance of its lord. From 
his fathers he had received it, and he desired 
to bequeath it, beautiful and unimpaired, to 
those who came after him ; and to this end he 
had kept it free from mortgages, and embellish- 
ed it with his own hands. Storms and tempests 
had destroyed the more unsubstantial tenements 
about it, but they had never dislodged one stone 
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from the well-founded palace of Gudnaim, and 
afar over the billows of the sea its Corinthian 
columns could be seen, a shining beacon to the 
mariner. 

Besides this possession the owner had nothing. 
I speak this in comparison of that which he once 
enjoyed, although he still lived as a baron, in 
the midst of a small and compact manor. Riches 
had flapped their fiery wings and flown away ; 
his ships, laden with pearls from Coromandel, 
had struck upon a coral reef, but from this glo- 
rious palace of Gudnaim he could see his neigh- 
bors' argosies sail into port without a sigh, and 
the waves strewed with the wrecks of his own 
fortune without a tear. 

" Stella," he said to his fair young wife, 
whom he loved better than his own soul, " why 
weep over our losses while we still possess Gud- 
naim ? I would not barter it for gold or silver, 
though I had to toil all my life, and to eat the 
bread of carefulness. But these few smiling acres 
are our own, and all which is embraced within 
this wide horizon of Peace is ours so long as we 
do not envy its possession by others. For our 
neighbors' inclosures serve to set off ours, and 
my bill-top, and table-land, and terraces would 
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be nothing without their sloping meadows. For 
you, dearest,'' he said, casting on his wife a 
look of tender love, " why sigh for gaudy trink- 
ets, when no rude hand can rob you of the richer 
jewel which remains'' — for Stella wore upon her 
brow a more precious gem than ever flashed in 
the casket of an empress. 

Every one in Gudneiburud, except Duke 
d'Envy, loved Wurthi, but because the latter 
lived in a fine mansion the duke hated him, 
even with a bitter hatred, and at this very mo- 
ment his eyes were directed toward Gudnaim, 
and were displeased with the glare of the ala- 
baster, which he declared was enough to blind 
one. At the same time, however, he was struck 
with the reflection of a light more dazzling even 
than Stella's jewel, which came from overhead, 
as if a bit of mirror were suspended, and the 
long radii flitted and flashed with inconceivable 
velocity over the plains. This was produced by 
the sword of Salander, who was thrashing his 
dragon in mid air. The duke cast his eye up- 
ward, and a grim smile overspread his counte- 
nance. " Ha !" said he, bringing his eye-glass 
to a focus, '' there goes my little chicken on the 
little hobby-horse I gave him." 
4* 
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After this he mounted a high-mettled charger 
^— the same on which he had visited the Hartz 
Prison — to go and ask Lady Somebodie whether 
she had circulated a report, or insinuated it to 
Lady Soandso, that he repudiated his own chil- 
dren. The duke said what he liked about other 
people, but he blew a trumpet in his courtyard 
and called all his vassals to arms, if a lance 
were thrown toward his own inclosures. 

Little did the good Wurthi, who had so lately 
congratulated himself on his condition, dream 
what disasters were impending. On that very 
night his steward entered the house with alarm 
on his countenance. " Oh, master !'^ he said^ 
" pray come without ; there is a large, black ob- 
ject in the air." 

Stimulated by curiosity, he ran out upon the 
lawn, but saw nothing. - " Fidelio," he said, 
" you are moonstruck ; go immediately to your 
chamber, and bring me no more stories like 
this." 

Pity is it that he was so peremptory with Fi- 
delio, for the object seen was Salander, who, 
after leaving Tungland^ instead of going on 
swift pinions to Mozambique, as he had promis- 
ed, only wheeled about with a few gyrations in 
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the air, and came with a whizzing sound to 
Gudnaim. The farmer's wife afterward said 
that she distinctly heard his sharp cries and 
objurgations as he reined in his steed, and found 
a pool of black and clotted blood on the pave- 
ment, which, from flying too high, might have 
proceeded from the nostrils of the dragon, or 
else from his reeking sides, under the spurs or 
sword of Salander. 

The first thing the dwarf did was to establish 
himself in safe quarters, that he might survey 
the premises at leisure. In a dark cave of the 
mountain, scarcely ever entered, except by the 
stray foot of a wolf, he stabled Drak — so he fa- 
miliarly called the beast — and fed him on green 
apples. He himself clambered to the top of a 
haycock, where he excavated a little hole, out 
of which he could jiist rise with his head and 
ears, and peep cunningly about. In this place 
he could overhear the conversation of the maid- 
servants, and learn something of family matters. 
After sundown, when he saw no one about, he 
would slide down and creep along under the 
shadow of the fences like a sly rat, to milk the 
cows, and to suck eggs ; he also pulled the 
chickens from their roosts and drank the bloody 
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in consequence of which in a few days he waxed 
as fat as a little pig. By and by he got so 
bold that, watching his opportunity, he crept 
into the house without being perceived, and hid 
himself in the sideboard. Here he found some 
good burgundy, of which he Consumed two bot- 
tles, and pronouncing it a very agreeable tipple, 
went back to the haycock drunk. For shame, 
Salander ! to be drinking a man's wine and 
plotting against his house ! 

Being in this situation, and snoozing away on 
the clover, he had forgotten to feed his dragon 
with green apples, on which the latter began to 
drum with his wings, and to roar prodigiously, 
like a young lion. 

Salander distinctly recognized the sound, al- 
though smothered by the sides of the mountain ; 
at the same time he overheard two domestics 
talking thus : 

" Peter, what's that 1 Did'st hear it ?" 

" Ay," replied the other, " and not for the first 
time either, I doubt there is a wild beast in the 
mountain. The sheep refuse to leave the pens." 

" If that be so," said Brom, " we must get 
up a party to hunt. Peter, I think there's a 
weasel in that haycock." 
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Down went the head of Salander;^ like • 
sinker. 

"Why sol" 

" MethoTight my eyes caught the sight of odA 
yester eve." 

"We must see to that," replied Peter. 
"John!" he shouted, "bring some pitchforks 
from the stables." 

The boy brought them, and all three began 
to stab the pile, striking first at the base. Sa- 
lander covered up his head and ears, the per- 
spiration rolled out of his pores, but he lay as 
still as a mouse, cursing the Duke d'Envy in his 
heart for exposing him to the point of such per- 
ils. After searching very thoroughly the lower 
part of the stack, and finding no weasel there^ 
the pitchforks approached the guilty parts. 

" Bring a ladder," said Peter. 

Salander drew his legs and shoulders and head 
together into a compass no larger than the ap- 
parent moon, and much did his gizzard palpitate 
as he felt the sharp tines grazing his very cheek, 
and saw the flashes, like electric light, pass with- 
in three inches of his eyes. He had a great 
mind to bounce out of his hiding-place, jump 
like an incubus on the shoulders of the men, fly 
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tp the cavern, harness Drak, and betake himself 
to the upper realms. But unfortunates like 
himself are always in luck. Though spited, 
they find compensation. Presently the assail- 
ants retired, and Salander, emerging again at 
the top of the haystack, looked up into the 
blessed sun, and sneezed. 

Salander did not go out of liis retreat now 
for some time, except on moonless nights to 
sharpen a pickaxe on a grindstone, and to force 
his way through the cellar window to steal more 
wine. He also made way with a spade and a 
few sharp instruments, and made a depository 
for these things under the haycock. But he was 
preparing to steal away something far more 
precious than gold, and to produce a wholesale 
ruin, which words can not describe. Oh, Good- 
man ! Goodman ! it is well for you that the 
Lord of Conscienza sleeps soundly, or he would 
punish you for letting the prisoner go. 

While the dwarf lived in the haystack, he 
surveyed the premises very carefully to find out 
if the house of Gudnaim were open to an at- 
tack ; but its materials were strong and incom- 
bustible, and it was founded upon a rock. Any 
ogen assaults would be abortive, and he made 
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np his mind that only by great patience it might 
possibly be undermined, and made to tumble in 
ruin about the heads of the inmates before they 
suspected any thing. He selected, as the place 
of his earliest operation, the great comer-stone 
on which the house rested. Almost every night 
the baron's attention was attracted by a slight 
clicking sound, and his lady requested him to 
look out of the casement to find out whence it 
proceeded ; but seeing nothing, he presumed it 
to be the dews of the night, which, collecting 
upon the roof of the alabaster palace, fell 
down, drop by drop, upon the stones below. It 
Was a pity that he was so guileless and unsus- 
pecting, for he had entirely mistaken the cause 
of the sound. It was not the dew of heaven, 
but the pickaxe of Salander ! He had put on a 
pair of mouse-skin slippers, and was at the 
corner of the house, trying to nick a little hole. 
Much he swore and grumbled to himself because 
the stone was underground, and hard flint, re- 
quiring his pickaxe often to be sharpened anew. 
Had the tenants of the baron discovered the 
little wretch at his work, they would have 
knocked him over the skull with a bludgeon, 
and not waited to put him in the donjon-keep. 
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Bat he was an active, volatile spirit, alwajns 
eluding detection, and so he kept making steady 
and sure progress every day, and always taking 
care to cover up and conceal the work as he ad- 
vanced. Time flew pleasantly with him, much 
more than in the Hartz Prison, where he had 
nothing to do, and the chance of escape was 
doubtful. He literally lived in clover, and his 
drink was burgundy and his food eggs, and by 
night he would sometimes take an airing to keep 
his dragon in order. " Gee-up !" he would say, 
*'now we are off to Mozambique;" but he al- 
ways wheeled round to return to the cavern be- 
fore the snow-white pinnacles of the palace 
faded out of view. 

He had snoozed one night upon the haystack 
imtil the middle watch, and when he woke up 
the full, round moon was above him, in whose 
soft splendor the house of Goodnaim, with its 
exquisite proportions, seemed like a dream of 
enchantment. Could any but the heart of 
a demon meditate to turn such beauty into 
waste? All the inmates of the palace were 
asleep — ^not a sound was heard, and not a foot 
stirring. 

Salander rubbed his eyes with his knuckleB, 
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and silently slid down to the base of the hay- 
cock, meditating a new scheme. He had ob<* 
served a ladder placed against a side of the 
mansion. "Ha!" said he, "this is the very 
thing we want, this ladder ; we will go on an 
exploring expedition to-night into the upper 
stories. Hitherto we have been too humble, 
and confined ourselves too much to the cellar. 
The lights are all out ; let us see what there ia 
up stairs." 

The ladder was placed against the window of 
a chamber occupied by Barbara, a maid-servanjt, 
who had blown out her candle a little while 
previous. She was in the habit of reading ro- 
mances and fairy tales to a late hour, contrary 
to the regulations of the house, and now she 
had been reading all about Prince Pretty, and 
the Magic Mirror, and the Lord of Drechnafek, 
till she fell asleep, leaving the candle to bum 
down in the socket, while she dreamed of these 
things. The dwarf, being on the topmost rung, 
peeps in, and seeing Barbara snugly x^stled^ 
gets in softly, softly, softly, and stands by her 
bedside, like an incubus of the night. The 
moon was shining full into the room, by the 
light of which he takes up the book and reads 
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a page, and pronotmoes it interesting^ fciifc aol 
sufGioiently strong food for him. 

" Dear,'^ said he. No answer. 

*^My lore, don't you hear mel It's only 
Salander." No answer. 

^^ He ! he ! he !" said he, inwardly giggling ; 
" now for a little fun." So he puts his hand to 
his head, and draws out a straw, which he con- 
tracted in the haystack, with which he begins 
to tickle Barbara's nose. 

The maid mistook it, perhaps, for the mou- 
stache of some kn^ht*errant, who would exact 
the tribute of a kiss. 

^^ No, no !" she exclaimed, placing her hand 
before her face. 

Salander applied the straw to her ear, with 
which she woke up, and he hopped behind her 
eouch. She stared wildly aroimd for an instant, 
but seeing nothing, placed her head again on 
the pillow, and again be applied the straw. 
Turning her head suddenly, oh, horrors ! she 
saw him. Her blood froze ; she lost all strength ; 
she was like one smitten with death. He sat 
down beside her and took her hand, which was 
oold, icy cold, in his. ^^ Dear," said he, ^^ come 
to. Nobody means to hurt you. As soon as I 
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tell my errand you will belieye it — ^yes, you wilL 
Haven't I been living in this neighborhood for a 
l<mg time 1 Haven't I seen you every day, and 
respect you as if I were a brother? Why, 
I'm Duke d'Envy's son. I know your name-— 
Barbara," said he, placing his hand upon her 
mouth, ^' none of that. So surely as you make 
a noise to rouse up this neighborhood you shall 
never see daylight. I will take you up and 
throw you headlong out of the windows of 
this alabaster palace to the ground, so that 
you may be killed by the fall, and I will 
then drag you to the woods to be devoured by 
the wolves. Now, if you don't want to be a 
mouthful, silence in this chamber, so that you 
can hear the stars wink ! Scream, if you dare, 
but if you will listen to me tranquilly, I will do 
you no injury, not in the least ; on the contrary, 
I will act as your friend. Look at me," said 
he, hopping out into the room and dancing a 
pa3 seal in the moonbeams ; ^' look at me and 
say, do I look as if I would spea^ false 1 No^ 
I iffiink I hear you say. Now you won't scream, 
Wffl^ yoti, love1 Then kiss itie. Hi! hi! Ml 
hi! Remember, one single cry, yes, so loud as 
the bleatiDg of a lamb, will supply tiie Wolf 
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market, and then when your bones are found 
the sexton will dig a graye for you, and the par- 
ish bell will be rung, and the young people will 
go to your funeral all dressed in white, and 
there will be sobbing, sobbing, sobbing ;'' and 
as he said this, with a diabolic grin, the heart 
of the poor girl beat so loudly that it could be 
heard. 

" Listen to me," he again proceeded ; " I tell 
you that you are safe. I will not hurt you — ^by 
every thing which is most sacred. If you will 
help me to discover something which is in your 
power, then I will tell you where your true lover 
is to be found." 

It was many minutes before the girl could 
speak; but at last, finding no remedy, and 
summoning up courage, she asked in a feeble^ 
-faltering voice, what it was he wanted, at the 
same time impl(»*ing that he would not hurt her. 
Nor, terrified as she was, was the expression 
altogether lost on her ear, that he would tell her 
where her true lover was to be found. 

" Your mistress," said he, " has a very pre- 
cious gem, which she wears upon her fore- 
bead." 

*' Yes." 
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. ^^ And I must have it, for I have set my heart 
upon it, and I have heard that it flashes more 
brflliantly than any jewel in the imperial dia- 
dem.'' 

'^ Oh, yes ; my x)oor mistress would die if she 
lost it." 

"No^ she wouldn't die. It isn't food, or 
ideep, or clothing, is it 1 and I wan't it ; enough 
said." 

" Oh, dear ! oh, dear !" 

" Don't say oh, dear ! oh, dear ! or out of 
the window you go, Barbara, and it won't be 
like throwing out a feather, darling ! A feather 
has no bones to break — as has been well 
said." 

" Dreadful man, what must I do 1" 

" You must steal that jewel for me." 

^^ Oh, I can not, can not steal ! I have kept 
my hands from picking and stealing. What 
would Father Hennepin sayl" 

^^Say? Ego te absolvo. I don't care what 
he says. Will you do what I say?" 

** I will try," whimpered Barbara. 

" Try ! You had better. If you don't, PU 
be the death of you ; and if you do I'll tell you 
where your true lover is to be found." * 
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'^ My mifltaress always wears the jewel upon 
her forehead.'^ 

^^ It is very well. I want it now. I most hare it 
now. My stay is limited. You have not one mo- 
xoent to spare^ unless you're a feather^ Barbara, 
or the moonbeams will buoy you up. Rise imme- 
diately and get that jewel, as has been well said." 

The terrified maid had no alternative, and 
she rose trembling, and passed into the hall, 
which led to the chamber where slept the baron 
and his wife. Salander went behind her on tip- 
toe, dancing and capering, but making no more 
noise than the muffled feet of a mouse. Pres- 
ently they came to the door. 

"Now," said he, whispering, "open softly; 
don't fall back, dear, or else you might run 
against this dagger — a casualty much to be de- 
plored — ^as has often been well said. Gro, and 
take the jewel." 

Barbara entered and stood by her mistress' 
side^ while the dwarf peeped in at the door, and 
there sure enough glittered the envied gem <m 
that brow so pure and beautiful, filling the wide 
ftpartment with its multitude of rays. 

Barbara took the gem, leaving a tear in its 
plbce, which sparkled for a few moments with 
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eqaal brightness, and which then disappeared 
without hands. She retired afterward to her 
pillow and wept manj of them, for she was very 
sorry that she had stolen a thing so precious ; 
yet after all, when her grief abated, she reason- 
ed that she had been the agent of another, she 
did not mean any harm, and she hoped no evil 
would result, and that Grod would forgive her — 
and so she slept. 

Salander mounted his dragon, calling him, as 
he seized the reins, by the various endearing 
titles of Drak, Drag, Draco, Dirk, Dick, Dicky, 
and directed him on swift wings toward the sea, 
and as he held up the glistening jewel, he 
screamed aloud in the air of night ; he had done 
the deed so slily, so silently, keeping in the 
background. He also reasoned that he did not 
make himself, but was sent upon his errand by 
others, he acted according to his nature, out of 
the love of pure mischief, and those who had 
begotten him, and sent him forth to seek his 
own fortune, must answer for the consequence. 
" If there is any consequence I shall refer them 
to papa," said he, " dear papa ;" and being at 
that instant over the paternal abode, he took a 
brickbat out of his pocket and dropped it on 
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the roof, to make the old gentleman^ he sidd, 
pull the strings of his night-cap. When he got 
out to sea he took the gem in his finger, and 
kissed it farewell. " This,^' said he, " will not 
enrich me, although the loss of it will make that 
unfortunate lady poor indeed. It is a thing 
which can not very well be bartered or sold, and 
to thi& interesting boy it would not be becoming, 
would it, Drak ? No — ^you may well say that, 
Tricky. What then shall I do with it 1 Drop 
it in the sea. Gemmi, Drak says I must drop 
you in the sea." With this he let it fall, and 
it sparkled like a dew-drop through the moon- 
beams, and it still flashed upon his eye while it 
sank clear down through the transparent waters, 
till it reposed with other gems and other treas* 
ures in the coral caverns of the deep. 

On his return landward, he saw a ship at 
sea speaking another ship, and with one down- 
ward swoop he snatched the trumpet out of the 
captain's hand. 

^* What was that?" said the captain to his 
mate. " Did you see any thing 1" 

" Nothing at all," said the latter, '^ but I 
heard a whizzing sound; there goes something 
black in the air !" 
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^^ It is the devil !'' said the mariner, swearing 
a great oaUi, and he incorporated it in his long 
yams erer after, that the devil came one night, 
and snatched his speaking-trumpet out of his 
hand. 

When Salander got it, he blew a loud blast, 
and so soon as he neared the land, and came with* 
in sight of houses, he began to speak through it. 

"Hear ye! hear ye! Wildfell House has 
been robbed. Carline, the burgomaster, did it. 
Carline's a thief — Carline's a thief !" and the 
hills echoed back the sound, '' Carline's a 
thief !^' 

" Bow-wow-wow !" barked the squire's dog. 

'' Boos, the squire's dog, kills sheep !" spake 
Salander through the trumpet. 

" The squire's dog kills sheep !" answered 
tiie echo. 

" Heresy ! heresy ! heresy F' shouted he, fly- 
ing over the cathedral in the little town of Hel- 
onerth, and the whole town of Helonerth was 
waked up. 

"Hear ye! hear ye! hear ye! the clergy- 
man's wife in the parish of Muchlove is a 
witch !" 

The next day, Carline, the burgomaster, was 
5 
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imprisoned; the squire's dog was killed for 
sheep-stealing; the bishop was arrested for 
heresy; the clergyman's wife was mobbed for 
a witch. As for the trumpet, it was picked up, 
and all the populace for many leagues round 
made a pilgrimage to see it, as having belonged 
to the Angel Gabriel. 

But to return to the poor lady who lost the 
gem : she did not miss it at first, never suspect- 
ing in her inmost heart that any would envy her 
the possession, and until she went into the world, 
and it began to be whispered and noised abroad, 
did not know that it was gone. Then, although 
she had done no evil, and was the same pure 
being that she was before, and the gem rather 
represented than possessed intrinsic value, she 
nearly wept out her eyes. In vain she searched 
for that which could be recovered no more ; and 
when she had inquired of the whole household 
who it was that had robbed her, and received 
no tidings, she shut herself up in her apart- 
ment, and refused food ; while the cause of all 
this evil lay unknown and unmolested in his re- 
tirement, contriving new mischief, and delighting 
in what he had already done. At last the house 
of Gudnaim was shrouded in black, and sorrow 
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gathered in the faces of the domestics, and the 
lord of the manor mourned over his irreparable 
loss, for his lady was the impersonation of all 
goodness. 

Tenderly the domestics wept over her, but 
the cold world would not even attend her fune- 
ral, but' stood afar off, and amused themselves 
with sundry sneers. There was one mysterious 
thing which struck the bystanders when the last 
rites were performed. The solemn service took 
place in the old hallowed cathedral, where she 
had so often kneeled down to receive the Holy 
Sacrament, and in the pauses of the sepulchral 
chant there was heard a continual sobbing, like 
wind-gusts on a December night. It came from 
Salander, who had concealed himself behind the 
pipes of the great organ to behold the spectacle, 
where, knowing that he could not be found, he 
pretended to weep like a child. Hypocrite ! 

When the Duke d'Envy heard of this death, 
he lifted up his hands with an air of surprise, 
and ordering his groom to have his spurs polish- 
ed, and his charger at the door by high noon, he 
rode off to inquire what she died of. that 
Groodman and his wife, Pryint, could have been 
present on the occasion! but they had given 
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themselves up to a course of evil living, and 
were without government, for the Lord of Con- 
scienza remained in a deep trance, as if laid 
out in state. The lady was buried, and a pure 
and beautiful shaft erected to her memory has 
on it this inscription : 



SHE HEALED THE HEARTS OF THE 

SORROWFUL WHEN LIVING, 
AND BROKE THEM WHEN SHE DIED. 



After this, Salander removed his quarters 
from the haystack, and it was well for him that 
he did, for on the same day it was razed to the 
ground, showing how hard it is to ferret out one 
of his character, whose nature is to skulk. He 
took permanent refuge in the cellar, carrying 
thither his spades, and pickaxe, and sapping 
utensils, where he soon got busily employed. 
If any one came in, he could easily conceal 
himself behind the casks, to which he applied 
his powers of suction every day. So carefully 
did he conceal his work as he advanced, that no 
one, from the loose earth, could have appre- 
hended any thing more than a depredatory rat. 
The foundation stones on which the building 
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had rested so many years were Lard and flinty, 
and nothing but a sharp instrument and ex- 
treme patience could make an impression there- 
on. But Salander had both, and it seemed to 
be tihe object for which he had been bom, to 
make that fair building topple and fall. At 
last the excavation was made, the props ar- 
ranged. He unloosed his dragon, and carried 
on his machinations at a distance. Draco had 
made such a bellowing in the cave of the mount- 
ain, when his master, from his own excess of 
food, forgot to give him his dinner, that the 
people began to think there was a wolf conceal- 
ed, and the very next day went after him with 
4ogs and pikes; and while they did so, a big 
shadow, as of a vulture, kept following the 
cavalcade. They hunted in vain; the wicked 
creature heard the echoes made by the barking 
of the dogs and by the horns, 

** As if another chase were in the sky." 

In Ihe mean time he amused himself with a 
ballad: 

Ride Cfo, je gallant gentlemen, uprising with the mom, 
With hmce and spear, each fence to clear, and blow jour 
OMiIlow horn ; 
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To chase tho wild wolf to his den, to rob him of his prej 
The wolf is fled, the wolf is dead, je need not hunt to-daj. 

It is not by the mountain-side, it is not in the fen : 

The wildest beasts enjoy their feasts among the abodes of 

men. 
There's dungeon foul by wolf and owl inhabited within 
Your very hearts. Then fire your darts, and raise your 

heUishdin. 

The tiger there track to his lair, and take him by the 

throat — 
He howls again, he wants a chain, no more on blood to 

gloat ; 
The hyena's eye i^glariug nigh, the leopard hath his lair. 
He changeth not in any spot — go, take him if you dare 1 

What brings you here? why don't you fear the angry 

sounds which rise 
Within the domes of your own homes, and to the Tery 

In yain the flute, in vain the lute, and music of the bird 
The cursed strife that mars your life would make their 
sounds unheard. 

Look up, ye gallant gentlemen ! my Toice ye will not heedy 
For see ! your prey he rides away, a courser of true speed. 
On, Drak ! on, Drag ! and do not lag, like those who hnnt 

to-day. 
They leap a gulf to catch a wolf, and hear a wild ass bnqf I 

It was with a bitter and sarcastic spirit that 
the little horseman chanted this, making it as 
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he went along, and as he finished the last stan- 
8ft, coming down to the tops of trees to let the 
dragon graze. He was by nature a good schol- 
ar, and had he been sent to college to receive a 
classical education, would have made a clever 
boy ; but being a foundling, and disowned, he 
picked up knowledge as he could, but his whole 
life was spent in doing mischief. 

Shortly after this^ the master of the house 
of Oudnaim received an anonymous letter in 
these words : 

^^ Let me warn you to be upon your guard, for 
without being permitted to reveal myself or 
others, I have ample reasons for what I tell you, 
that there is a plot hatched for your injury, it 
may be, total ruin. The conspirators are in 
this neighborhood, and the very head and front 
of the offending is a man of high station, but 
neither his rank nor riches have hitherto gained 
him the respect of good men. Do not, I be- 
seech yon, despise this message, or think that it 
18 written by one who would be amused at your 
exp^Ase. The -most unintermitted vigilance 
will alone secure safety to the house of Gud- 
naim.^' 

When the baron read this letter it fell from 
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his hand. He was not aware, until the late mis* 
fortune in his family, that he had an enemy, 
haying done nothing to excite hatred. In the 
full consciousness of his innocence, he took up 
the letter and tore it, and resolved not to think 
of it again. He never considered those worthy 
of notice who could not act above-board. But 
although he had made up his mind to pay no at- 
tention to the letter, he gathered vague inf<»rma- 
tion from so many different sources, that he was 
compelled to think that some terrible disaster 
impended his house. As he sat brooding over 
it, a servant entered and told him that a lady 
would speak with him, and he desired her to be 
shown in. A middle-aged, bustling woman, of 
masculine figure, forthwith made her appear- 
ance, when he requested her to be seated, and 
make her errand known. She announced her- 
self as Madame Rumor, a widow of universal 
reputation, who had her residence in a provinee 
called Ubiquity. " My lord," said she, " you 
will excuse me for intruding. My motive is 
good. They say you have been doing something, 
fddiough I don't believe it, and don't know what 
it is, and they say that somewhat is on foot 
against you — and they say — and they say — and 
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they say — a great many things which time 
would fail to tell.'' And here she was out of 
breath. 

Gudnaim smiled calmly. " Tell those who 
say, and who say, and who say," he replied, " to 
beware of what they say, while I, good woman, 
will be prepared for what they do ;" and with 
that he politely showed her the way out, and as 
she bustled out of the hall, swept a great many 
things down with her garments as riie passed. 
Whither she went he could not tell, for the next 
moment, when he looked after her, she was no- 
where to be seen. 

On another day, as he came from weeping 
over his lady's grave, he noticed a black cloud 
resting immovable over his house. The rest 
of the sky was spotless, and deeply blue. 
"Alas !" said he, " do the heavens smile every- 
where but over my house ?" He went into his 
library, kneeled down, and prayed, for he was a 
devout man. " Lord ! if it is Thy good pleas- 
ure to afflict me, give me grace to bear with 
meekness Thy chastening rod, for I have sinned 
and done evil in Thy sight, and am no more 
worthy to be called Thy son. In prosperity I 
have not remembered Thee enough, and my 
6* 
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heart has not overflowed with gratitude for Tl)y 
mercies. My fortitude has not been exercised 
enough, nor has my patience been tested by ex- 
treme trial. Whatever shall befall me in Thy 
pleasure, Thou Most Merciful, for the saki 
of Christ make me patient, and humble, and 
brave, that when Thou shalt make up Thy 
jewels, both those who are dear to me, and I, 
Thy unworthy servant, may not be found want* 
ing in one of Thy many crowns." 

When he had said this, he rose from his 
knees, and read the Word of (Jod, where he 
lighted upon many passages, which filled hi£ 
soul with resignation, peace, and good-will to- 
ward all mankind. 

Can it be possible that machinations so de- 
tested will be permitted to thrive ? We shall 
oee. Do we not read in Holy Writ that whom 
the Lord loveth He chasteneth, and scourgeth 
every son whom He receiveth ? 

The little imp, whose biography we are writ- 
ing, when he left the palace, went about among 
his relations. He had a brother, whose name 
was Malce, one of that brood of wicked chiU 
dren belonging to Duke d'Envy, whom he also 
disclaimed, but no one could fail to discover the 
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lik^ess, for it could be traced in every linea- 
ment. Also, he had another brother, named 
Maligne, twinned at a birth with Malce, and 
you could scarcely tell them apart. Salander 
got himself cheek by jowl with these, and a 
riotous time they had of it over the stolen bot- 
tles of burgundy. 

" I tell you what it is,'' said Malce, smacking 
his lips, during one of their midnight orgies, 
" these grapes are good.'' 

" They're better than the duke's," said Ma- 
ligne, taking a deep quaff. 

*'You may well say that," said the first, 
^^ although he thinks he has the best wine in the 
neighborhood. This is old, and respect is due 
to age." 

" Good !" said Maligne, laughing. " We will 
repeat the imbibition. 'Tisn't malmsey, is it?" 

" No ; help yourself," said Salander. " Bur- 
gundy. Don't you know the difference, you 
fool?" 

In this way they kept on tippling until tho 
liquor got into their heads, and it was in tho 
heat of this liquor, and by the promise of more 
of it, that Salander got his brothers to be col- 
leagues in his plot. They forthwidi began to 
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beat up recruits ; and you may judge what kind 
of persons they must have been to lend their 
sanction to a Salander. No eye ever beheld 
such scarecrows. They consisted of the idle, the 
profane, and the debauched, with scarce a rag on 
their backs 5 and there was so much fighting and 
pugilism in the camp, that the only salvation 
for any of them was to bring them all against a 
common foe. The only thing majestic about 
them was their numbers, and the noise which 
they made got to be so considerable, that they 
dubbed it vox populiy and from that moment 
they rose in importance. There was a great 
deal of art and contrivance necessary to bring 
them into any thing like order. Salander was 
up and down among them everywhere, filling up 
their canteens with good wine, encouraging 
them, scolding them, putting them under guard 
for contempt of rules, thrashing them, shooting 
them down in the ranks. " Ragamuffins ! — eyes 
right ! — silence !" He was feared, loved, hated, 
and his men, who had nothing to lose, and much 
to hope from the spoils of the alabaster palace, 
were at last brought into pretty good training 
for volunteers. When his preparations were 
finally complete, and all the good-for-nothing 
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fallows in the country had come in to swell his 
ranks, he told his aid-de-camp, Sneak, to go to 
the tent, and ask his secretary, Durtiwork, 
whether that speech was ready which he was to 
deliver to the men. He returned with the docu- 
ment, and the general having perused it atten- 
tively, and committed it to heart, drew his 
sword, mounted his dragon, and dashing up and 
down before the front rank, reviewed them, ex- 
amined their arms, and finally addressed them 
thus: 

"You ragainuffins, are you ready? There 
j& a man living in an alabaster palace not far 
from here, when there is not a mother's son of 
you who has got a shed to protect him from the 
weather. That this isn't fair play must be evi- 
dent to all of you, and your own fault if you 
dcm't have justice. There are enough of you 
here, in all conscience, to upset Gudnaim ; but 
t^ere are a thousand others who only wait to see 
the effects of your courage. The moment that 
is shown they will be anxious to join in the hue 
and cry. Quit yourselves like men. Malce, 
you will take the right wing. Maligne, you will 
keep on the left. Greneral Backbite's division 
will stay near me as a reserved guard. Colonel 
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Pique, you will be ready with your sharp-shoot- 
ers to commence the attack. JVJessrs. Hint and \ 
Ineuendo, you will set yourselves down in the \ 
poultry-yard (laughter), and lay in food for the j 
mess, after the day's work is done. If there j 
are any cowards here, now is the time to be j 
drummed out of the ranks. None? Then • 
there are no cowards. Comrades, the time has j 
come ! Eyes right ! Forward ! March !'' 

On they went, accoutered as they were, this | 

disorderly rabble, helter-skelter, head over heels, | 

and the noise which they made was like the buzz- ; 

ing of a great swarm of locusts over the land. j 

All said who heard it, ^' That is Salander and I 

his crew." I 

What the leader told his men soon turned 
out to be true. He sometimes spake the truth, 
supposing it at the time to be a lie. The house 
of Gudnaim was one of particular note, and from 
its high position could be seen for leagues around. 
Though few respectable persons would venture to 
tear it down, if the melancholy truth must be 
told, many could secretly rejoice at such an 
idea. Some thought that its architecture was 
too ornate, and did not like its Corintliian capi- 
tals ; some, that the several parts of which it 
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▼as made up did not contribute to hannony ; 
and the rest, like Duke D'Envy, that it over- 
shadowed their own inclosures. Not one of 
these had courage to express his opinion very 
decidedly until the expedition was upon the 
march. Then from different quarters might be 
heard voices,* which soon met together in a 
clamor. 

" Halt !'' said the general, suddenly ; " what 
is that V^ 

" Nothing but a waterfall in the distance^'' 
exclaimed Backbite* 

" It is no such thing,'' replied he. 

" I believe it is the wind murmuring through 
a forest of pines," said Maligne. 

"Hark!" he said; "silence in the ranks, 
while the general puts his ear down." He 
forthwith threw himself upon his belly, and ris- 
ing up, exclaimed, " It is the tramp of men. 
Set the ranks in order. In less than ten min- 
utes we shall join battle." With that he gave 
some hasty commands, and his aids were dash- 
ing about the field to put the troops in order, 
among whom consternation was clearly visible. 
They expected to assault the palace, not to be 
attacked so soon. In a few minutes the sound 
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of martial music was heard, and a splendid troop 
appeared in sight, while you would have sup- 
posed that salt and brandy were blazing in the 
faces of Salander's men, such a ghastly pale-^ 
ness overspread them all. What was their 
surprise, when about to turn on their heels and 
run away, to see a horseman come bounding to- 
ward them with a white flag, white as their 
coward faces, and it appeared that this respect- 
able troop had come to join their ranks. This 
seasonable arrival filled them with unspeakable 
joy ; but it had this effect on their future desti- 
ny, that they were obliged to get drunk on com- 
mon grog, as Salander reserved the burgundy 
for the respectable men. After due ceremonies, 
they again set forth on the march, and traveled 
for about a league, when they stopped for re- 
freshment at the house of a gentleman named 
Lurking Grudge. This person, who had been 
informed of their object, commended it very 
highly, and wished them every success. He 
gave them food and comfort, and detached a 
dozen of his own domestics to aid the attempt ; 
after which, the crew gave three cheers for 
Lurking Grudge, and passed on, trampling down 
his com in the way* The general, as he ad« 
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vanced, was himself surprised to receive encour- 
agement in an indirect way from men of great 
respectability, whom he never would have sus- 
pected of lending encouragement to his design*' 
One said, "Well, well, if so and so is the case^ 
I, for one, sincerely hope that the expedition 
may be crowned with success." Another said, 
" I don't know about this matter, but I will 
wait and see. The end will prove." At any 
rate, no one molested him by the way, and no 
public officer came to take him by the throat, 
for at this stage, had justice only waved her 
wand, the rabble would have been dispersed. 
But the ministers of justice are often imworthy ; 
and although Salander at first knew in his own 
heart that his scheme was devilish, yet from this 
conduct of others he began presently to think 
tkalt'it was sacred, and himself a hero, in dan- 
ger of being a martyr. From this time the 
more virulent and impertinent be became. He 
paid tii(Hre attention to outward looks ; he wore 
a llitfg &dLe behind his back, and the sleekness 
of aid-arch hypocrite, like the oil of sanctimouyir 
anoiiited his whole face. He appointed himself 
ehipili^ tx> the regiment, and read prayers, in 
the camp. As he assumed piety, his raganp^O^, 
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fins rose to the dignity of knight-errants, and 
called their leader Saladdin. As they continued 
to advance, a messenger came mnning breadi- 
less to the alabaster palace, crying out, " Oh, 
my dear lord, the vassals of the Duke d'Envy 
are in full march, and will soon be at your 
door!" 
" Pooh !" said he ; "I can scarcely credit 

what you say.'' 

" Oh, my lord, it is true, it is true !" 

" Then we will try and be ready, if that is 
so, my friend. Barbara, go up into the tower, 
uid tell me if you see any thing.'' 

The girl went up, and returning, said that 
ghe saw notliing. 

'' Oo up again," said her master, ^^ and look 
in every direction." 

Barbara came back, and said ihat she saw a 
doud of dust in the distance. 

^^ Go up once more," said he. 

She returned, with a face as pale as ashes. 

^^ Oh, my dear lord, there is surely an army 
upon the march. You can see their banners 
waving, and spears glittering in the sunbeams, 
and hear the tramp of hoofs, and martial 
music.'' 
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'*^ Grood !" said the lord of the mansion. " Pi- 
delio, sound a trumpet. Call out the tenants* 
Throw a guard into the lodge. Man the baloo* 
nies. Set a watch on the tower. Let us see 
if we can teach these varlets a lesson that thej 
may remember. This place is impregnable." 

Scarcely was this command given when there 
came pouring in the domestics and retainers of 
every description, each one in the height of his 
loyalty ready to lay down his life for his lord. 
They came armed with the bow, the cross-bow, 
the arquebuse, and the javelin ; some with buck- 
lers, and some without, for haste hardly allowed 
armor, much less the choice of it. They met 
the steward in the hall, who told them that an 
^emy was at hand, to fight, and die, if need be, 
and he apportioned them severally on the roof, 
at tiio gateway, at the casements, on the balco- 
ny, and in the lawn, while Wurthi sat calmly in 
his library, appending a codicil to his will : 

^^ And I also, at this time being of sound 
mind, after the sums given to my faithful serv- 
ants, do hereby bequeath to the poor of the par- 
ish, so and so. 

* ^ To tiie Old Maud, once a faithful and be- 
loved nurse in my family, the cottage where she 
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now resides, and thirty pounds per annum dur- 
ing her life. 

** To the Duke d'Envy, my blessing. May 
the Lord be merciful to him." He also indited 
the following letter to an old friend, and this 
correspondence is worthy of particular attention 
in the history of the house of Gudnaim. There 
was a noble living not far off, whom he had be- 
friended in great tribulation. When the house 
and bams of this man were burned down, and all 
tiie crops of a year destroyed, his place being 
heavily mortgaged, he was threatened to be 
overwhelmed with ruin. There being none to 
help, Wurthi sent all his domestics to a man to 
dear out the ruins ; he provided him with tim- 
ber from his own woods, turned out his farmer 
to give the nobleman and his wife place, sent 
him every week a lamb or a haunch of venison, 
abd provided him day by day from his own lard- 
er, and when the same person was taken iU in 
eoni^uence of his troubles, watched over him 
like a brother. The very next year health and 
prosperity smiled again, his house was rebuilt, 
and he came suddenly into possession of great 
wealth. Now this was the letter whioh Chld- 
naimwrote: 
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^ Mt t>£AR Friend : I am suddenly attacked 
by the vassals of Duke d'Envy, whom I have 
never injured. His forces outnumber mine by 
three to one. Will you' send over a few serv- 
ants to relieve me in my extremity 1 
*^Your old friftttd, 

To this, dispatched by a swift messenger, the 
following answer was returned, after the fij^t 
wius joined: 

"Sir: I regret that my men are now employed 
In the harvest, and our crops must be gathered 
in before night. At any other time you should 
be welcome to their assistance." 

Oudnaim smiled an ineffable fimile as he read 
this, standing on the balcony, in the midst of 
his true men, and almost at the moment, an 
archer, by the name of Ingrat, who had singled 
him out by his commanding figure, let fly an 
arrow, which wounded him under the fifth ribj 
tod he was carried off. Nevertheless, he kept up 
gobd courage, and cheered the men. " We have 
taeoops of friends," said he, " who will surety 



\ 



118 8ALANDE& AND 

be on the ground when the sound of the batde 
reaches them. They wUl not permit me to be 
worsted by the crew of this miserable wretch. 
The Fairweather Guard, who have always been 
so devoted to me, and who are always with me 
when the vintage comes in, will be here before 
noon. Now that I am in trouble, they will not 
act like Old Friend ; they will vie with one an- 
other, and be jealous of every laurel whidi is 
won on this day. Fight on, my braves. Let not 
my absence deter you. Defense is a sacred 
right, though your arrows pierce the heart." 

The enemy were now in full blast before the 
palace, yelling like demons. They had this 
disadvantage, that they could not attack from a 
higher point, and must be content to take their 
position on the low ground. Nevertheless, at 
it they went with all the art of warfare which 
they knew. Blows rang on shield and helmet; 
the sun was darkened by spears and arrows; 
and every now and then plumes and banners 
fell down in the dust. They soon broke through 
the outworks, carried the lodge, scaled the 
chevaux de frise^ and, oh sad ! prepared to in- 
trude into the sacred domicil of that good man* 
Be it observed^ that the house was not castel- 
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lated; it was not one of those buildings pur- 
posely detsigned either to meet or to provoke at- 
tack, but stood in a peaceful territory, which its 
owner did not seek to enlarge, and of which he 
did not expect to be deprived, for it was his by 
the prescription of ages — in his family so long 
that the memory of man ran not to the con- 
trary. It was a palace, an alabaster palace, not 
a fortress, only so far as the house of every good 
man is his castle, and innocence is already arm- 
ed. Many places like it have been doomed to 
fall when besieged by such weapons as those 
used by Salander, for he had loads of arrows 
from the arsenals of D'Envy, poisoned in the 
gall of bitterness. It had neither moat, draw- 
bridge, portcuUis, buttresses, battlements, dun- 
geons, engines, nor munitions of war. 

The battle was interesting, and all the neigh- 
boring prominences and house-tops were filled 
with those eager to view the spectacle. There, 
flashing in the sunbeams, stood the palace, port- 
als, and balconies, and roof and tower manned 
with faithful servants, bending the bow in the 
good cause, and as one was shot down another 
stepped in to fill the breach. Oh ! that cursed 
Ingrat is doing terrible execution, for his eye is 
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SO accurate that he seldom misses his aim. 
There, among the adversaries, might.be se^i 
the strange figure of Salander on his dragon, 
lashing him up and down among the ranks, till 
he was covered from wing to wing with a white 
foam, and the reeling ranks of knight-er- 
rants, or ragamuffins, just as you please to call 
them. 

Hard by in a cottage lay the stricken gentle- 
man, the lord of the manor, his wound dressed 
by the h.^nd of tender love, and sipping a sweet 
cordial called Good Conscience. 

**How goes the battle, Fideliol'' said he; 
" does the enemy waver ? Speak the truth.'' 

" Oh, my lord," replied the other, " the Fair- 
weather Guard has joined the ranks of assail- 
ants." 

"That is not astonishing," says he, "Is 
there any more news ?" 

" Oh, yes. Old Friend, my dear, dear maa* 
ter. Old Friend has proved false." 

" Pooh ! pooh ! that is nothing. That is only 
the way of the world," says he, laughing. 

" My lord, they employ weapons to which we ! 

are not accustomed in fair warfare. Their ar- i 

rows are poisoned ; they are of brass, covered ! 
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with verdigris. They have offered a premium 
on vipers. Our men die immediately." 

" Never mind," says Gudnaim ; " do not em- 
ploy the same in return. Gro out and do your 
duty." 

When the sun shone in meridian splendor, 
the chances of the day appeared equal. Gud- 
naim had no advantage of Salander, nor Salan* 
der of Gudnaim. When the sun began to de- 
cline, and no progress was made, the enemy 
held a council of war. 

"I," said Pique, "shall be out of arrows 
pretty soon — that's certain." 

"I," saiil Malce, "have got the jaundice, 
and must go home and to bed, if you do not 
hurry this business through." 

" I," said Backbite, " have done all I could 
in my way." 

" Hold your tongues !" said Salander ; " you're 
all of you fit for underground work, and not for 
open fields or active service. You're fit to tip- 
ple, lie, steal, and swear. Back to your ranks, 
ye minions !" 

And back they went, for he had drawn his 
sword, and the next moment would have stabbed 
some of them through the bowels. He now 
G 
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gave orders to the sappers and miners to find 
their way into the cellar, who were prevailed on 
to obey his order by the suasion of a company 
of archers, who were directed to aim at their 
rear, to pull the arrows up to the barb, and bo 
ready to let fly the moment they showed a dis- 
position to back out. This useful corps accom- 
plished their object. They laid bare thQ props, 
fastened their ropes, and, in spite of opposition, 
^carried them out among the assailing ranks. 
Then they all laid hold with a hearty good-will, 
with a cry of A-E-I-0-0 ! blending their dis- 
cordant voices in a chorus, which re-echoed from 
the hills. On the commanding prominences 
every neck was stretched; and as when a gi- 
gantic tree of the forest, which the axe of the 
woodman has prepared for felling, is ready to be 
prostrated with all its crown of glory, the mul- 
titudes stand afar off, and breathless await the 
fall ; so now they gazed, only with more eager 
eyes. The ropes were stretched to their utmost 
tension ; presently the walls cracked from base 
to dome, as when the ice on the Montalvan 
Lake parts in a wide fissure ; and amidst a yell 
of triumph, and a crash which could be heard 
for leagues around, the delight of all eyes, the 
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palace, the alabaster palace, toppled and fell. 
it was a sight which made the eyes of many 
wet with tears ! The respectable troop turned 
away in silence, and the Fairweather Guard, 
when the deed was done, put their hands before 
their faces in shame. Many were killed in the 
fall of the house, and Barbara, the maid-serv- 
ant, was crushed to death. The eyes of Salan- 
der's dragon were red as flame. " He wants 
drink,'' said he, and with that he led him to a 
pool of blood. 

I have now told in a few words the history of 
that unfortunate house, but must not forget to 
mention that shortly after the Duke d'Envy had 
the extraordinary eifrontery to dispatch the fol- 
lowing missive to the baron, as he lay writhing 
under his wound : 

" My dear Lord : I have heard of your mis- 
fortunes with regret, and, could I have foreseen, 
would have lent my assistance to prevent them. 
You will not consider me lukewarm on this oc- 
casion, but call on me for what you require. 
Make my house your home. 

(Signed) "D'Envy." 
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Wurthi received this message, and having 
read it attentively, immediately said, " Fidelio, 
go out and pluck me a gray goose quill, and nib 
it to a sharp point, that I may give this gentle- 
man a stroke of penmanship before I die.'' 
Then he sat down, and in a hand which yet fal- 
tered not wrote : 

^' Sir : It must be only after many defeats, 
like that of to-day, that Gudnaim will consent 
to take up his quarters with D'Envy. I marvel 
less at your malignity than at your impudence, 
and at your curse than at your blessing. Such 
as they are, however, I consider your curse 
preferable. Come and look at the ruins of my 
house, effected by your Salander, and let me tell 
you that I would rather dwell among my ruins 
than amidst your splendor. For rest assured 
that long after I, who forgive you from my in- 
most heart, shall moulder into dust, the Lord 
will visit you with vengeance. 

(Signed) " Gudnaim." 

Shortly after this his mind seemed to wander, 
and his friends gathered around his bedside with 
tears. He had often said that he lost all if he 
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lost Gudnaim. Nevertheless, a smile overspread 
his features, as if occasioned by a pleasant dream, 
and from the disjointed expressions which escaped 
his lips, the dream wa* this. Beyond the dark, 
dark waste of waters, which divides eternity from 
time, he saw the light breaking, like the rosy- 
fingered day, when the sun comes up out of the 
east; and far beyond, upon the other shore, "a 
house of many mansions," more beautiful than 
the alabaster palace which he mourned ; while 
above the swelling flood he beheld an angel, in 
the image of his dear Stella, and, beckoning to 
him with an air of triumph, she held up, all 
flashing in the light, the lost jewel. 
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BOOK III. 



A NIGHT of exceeding gloom had gathered 
around the Hartz Castle. Mephitic vapors, a 
dense white fog, through which the moon shone 
dimly, crawled from the low marshes and coiled 
about it ; and when the moon, which had been 
visible during the day, hastened to withdraw her 
pale face below the horizon's edge, neither the 
earth nor the heavens reflected light, and you could 
not sec as far as one could cast a stone. At 
times the thunder rolled, and keen flashes clove 
the darkness, seeming to melt the very panes. 
The jailer was afraid to look without and afraid 
to look within, for he heard, or thought he heard, 
a mysterious voice, crying, " Examine, examine ; 
look to the vaults !'' He dared not examine, 
for an awe crept over him, because there was a 
graveyard within the prison, and the ghost of 
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Evelthots, buried there for long years, some- 
times came up, and oppressed him. Things of 
this kind he tried to shake off, for he used to be 
called a man of nerve, but such he was no 
longer ; so when the clock tolled midnight he was 
glad of an excuse ; he covered up the embers, 
and went moodily to bed. But no sleep closed 
his eyes. He tossed about for hours, and longed 
for the cock-crowing, and the familiar sounds 
which denote the coming day. It seemed as if 
the day would never dawn. 

" Oh, my God !" he at last exclaimed, groan- 
ing heavily. 

" What is the matter with you ?" said Pry- 
int. But no answer was returned, except an- 
other groan. She arose alarmed, stirred up the 
embers, and lighted a wax taper. Looking at 
him, she perceived that his brow was covered 
with cold drops, and he moaned convulsively. 

" What ails you, Goodman 1 Why will you 
not speak ? Are you ill ?" 

" No," said he, in a hushed whisper ; " not 
111, I am afraid — afraid." 

"You are full of fears," his wife replied, 
" and becoming old and childish. Wherefore 
fear?" 
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** Wife," said he, "something, I know not 
what, informs me that Conscienza is waking up, 
I know it ; I know it. Often I have the same 
feeling concerning those absent or distant. 
Don't you remember that I saw Barliflf stand 
before me at table, although he had sailed be- 
yond the seas, and afterward we learned that on 
that very day, in Bermoothes, he had died? 
Hark! Hark! What's that?" 

" Nothing but the shutter." 

^^ Ha ! say you so ? There it comes again. 
I know that sound too well. It is one of his 
messengers." 

" He is asleep for a year," said she, " and 
the time is not up. Put your head under the 
pillows and you won't hear it." 

"There it is." Tap-tap-tap! She herself 
could not deny that she heard it, and knew what 
it meant. 

'^ Let us pretend," said she, " that we don't 
hear it. I, for my part, am determined that I 
will not." 

" Oh," said he, " you must. You must. 
You can not help it." 

As he spake, knockings began, violent, reiter- 
ated, coming from all quarters, and appearing 
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to be -supra-mortal. With that energy which 
distinguished her, causing her thus far in all 
disputes with her lord to be esteemed, in com- 
mon phrase, the " better of the two," she at 
once arose and began to search diligently in the 
drawers. By and by she drew forth a boll of 
cotton, and stuffed it in her Husband's ears, 
likewise in her own. It was of no avail. They 
might as well have tried to exclude lightning 
with a vail of gauze, or thunder with a piece of 
rolled cobweb; and they passed a miserable 
night. When the day dawned, they wandered 
about the prison forlorn, and looked into the va- 
cant cell of Salander. As much trouble as it 
had been to keep him, it was nothing to what 
they suffered since they let him go. At last 
this uneasy feeling did so prevail that they 
could stand it no longer, and they resolved to 
meet this Conscienza face to face; for they 
knew that they must do it at some time, and the 
quicker the better. It was indeed true that the 
sorceress had been able to lull him but for a 
little season, for he was by nature too powerful 
and active for any potion. It was in a solemn 
frame, and with much trembling and emotion, 
that they approached the inner cliamber, tho 



i ^ .. 



THE DRAGON. 188 

throne-room where he reposed. Their faces 
were haggard and their knees trembled. 

" Hush," they said, " one moment, before we 
look in; let us reflect. What shall we do? 
What shall we say 1 In the first place we must 
try to prolong this sleep ; if that be impossible, 
then we must endeavor to appease our lord with 
some sufficient reasons for our conduct, but oh, it 
is to be feared that he will not listen, he will not 
listen;" and they wrung their hands. Long 
and anxiously they paused, and were most un- 
willing to come to the examination, and seyeral 
times would have turned upon their footsteps, 
but a magnetic power bound them to the spot. 
The same power nerved their arm, and forced 
them to proceed ; and in that gloomy chamber, 
from which the light of heaven had been studi- 
ously shut, they drew the black and rustling 
curtains, and beheld their lord's majestic figure, 
composed as if in death. 

" It is well," whispered Pryint ; " the potion 
yet binds him. Let us go hence, for fear that 
he may be disturbed." 

Groodman squeezed her hand. ^^Hush! he 
moves ! he moves !" and as he spoke, there was 
a trembling of the lids, and that clear, round 



«. -^ ^. 



184 SALANDER AND 

eye, pulrged of its film, opened upon them with 
a renewed luster, and riveted them upon the 
very spot. They seized the potion in alarm, 
and tried to apply it once more. It was of no 
avail. He arose in the greatness- of his power 
and his strength like a giant refreshed, snapped 
the cords which bound him like a gossamer's 
film, and casting sleep aside, with an eye clear 
as the sun in the heavens, pierced into the deep- 
est dungeon of their hearts. Then seizing his 
Bcepter, he leaped to the throne of sovereignty, 
and motioned them to stand before him. They 
could not look at him; their orbs fell to the 
earth like balls of lead. 

" What is this that you have done," he said, 
sternly, " or attempted to do ? You have rebelled 
against a firm and just government, which would 
have made you happy. Have you thought to 
bind me 1 You could not do it with chains and 
fetters of iron. I am immortal, and because I 
have slept awhile, I have woke up only to chas- 
tise and punish you.'' 

Goodman and his wife fell down and clasped 
their lord's knees to implore mercy. 

" Rise up," he said ; " it is too late." Then 
commenced a series of questions and rejoinders. 
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carried on rather by mutual flashing glances 
than by word of mouth, and this is the sum of 
them : 

CoNsciENZA. I gave you the keys of the 
Hartz Prison to guard the issues of it) and you 
have not done so. 

Goodman (wUh his hands crossed upon his 
breast). Mea culpa ! mea culpa ! mea maxima 
culpa ! 

CoNsciENZA. You havo become depraved in 
conduct. You have listened to other monitors 
than my voice, who were too wicked to advise 
you rightly. You have let the prisoner go free, 
against express command, and in violation of duty, 

GrooDMAN and Pryint. We strove to keep 
him, but his presence troubled us. He knocked 
at the bars continually, and he disturbed the 
peace and quiet of Hartz. He solicited us for 
freedom, and at last it was found out that we 
had something wonderful, and we were impor- 
tuned from all quarters. 

CoNsciENZA. How was it found out 1 

Pryint. Yes, my lord, it was found out, it 
was found out. 

Conscienza. And wherefore were you pre- 
vailed upon to discharge him? 
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GooDMAX and Pb.yint. Oh, there was snoli 
a uniyersal interest and desire to behold him, 
that at last, from the curiosity which we had 
the power to gratify, and because it was discor- 
ered that he was monstrous, and we feared lest 
he should be regarded as our own child, we fairly 
burned to let him go, and when we could not 
for the life of us retain him longer, he escaped 
from the end of Tungland. 

CoNsciENZA. Dangerous promontory, on 
which so many have been wrecked I In escap- 
ing he has done mischief. 

GrooDMAN and Pryint. Oh, we never dream- 
.ed that one so small and pitiful as he could in- 
jure any. We are very sorry, and would not 
for the world have done it, had we thought of 
this. He promised us most strictly to keep out 
of this dominion, and that his whole desire was 
to turn the heathen, and be the instrument of 
doing good. 

CoNsciENZA. Hypocrite that he is ! Are you 
to be the judge of what is small or pitiful 1 He 
has assembled an army. He " promised" also ; 
and did not you? If you have broken your 
promise, why not he his 1 If he has turned the 
heathen, he has also destroyed the good. 
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Goodman. Alas! Alas! 

CoNsciENZA. The safety of families and o£ 
neighborhoods, nay, even of the state, depends 
on keeping such characters in durance. But 
the fiend committed to you is now at large. 
Whether the task assigned to you be impossible 
or not, you will discover. You must go forth 
and recapture him if you can, in order that he 
may not go about the world, and do more mis- 
chief every day. When you have caught him, 
bind him hand and foot, put him in irons, and 
report yourself forthwith. Go, and if your 
errand is unsuccessful, then your punishment is 
sure. 

The jailer bowed, and he and his wife 
breathed more freely, because they were ena* 
tied to retire a little from the presence of Con- 
scienza, to do his bidding. But what a difficult 
errand ! Whither should he go, and of whom 
should he inquire 1 He might wander over the 
whole world, and never meet with the little man * 
any more. Besides, what could he do in pursuit 
of one who rode upon a dragon and betook him- 
self to the air 1 In reflecting upon this he be- 
came very melancholy, and wore a most rueful 
expression, so that his neighbors observed it, and 
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said one to the other, ^^ What makes Goodman 
look so? He is much changed of late.'' Oth- 
ers replied, '' He is, no douht, smarting under 
the lash of Conscienza, and we suspect that he 
deserves it." Men are very good judges of 
what does not concern themselves ; but " Oh," 
as one in Scotia has expressed it, '' wad some 
power the giftie gie us, to see o.ursels as ithers 
see us !'' 

Nevertheless, the jailer, who was convicted 
of bis fault, was at last determined to do his 
duty. He girded his loins, and with his staff in 
his hand, and his knapsack on his back, went 
forth on the dusty thoroughfares, and at every 
house to which he came he inquired, "Grood 
I)eople, have you seen a little deformed creature 
t5ome this way, whose name is Salander ? He is 
a prisoner escaped from my custody, and I am 
went to overtake him by my Lord of Conscien- 
Ea." Strange to say, he did not stop at a single 
house where the culprit had not been. "Yes," 
they replied, " we have all seen him, but he is 
off. He was very talkative, his eyes glistened, 
he opened his budget, and he told us all things 
whichever we did; but we can not tell you 
whither he has gone, for he went in a great hur- 
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ry.*' In short, after a wearisome journey, his 
search was vain. Everywhere he discovered 
traces of the culprit in the evil which he had 
done; and once he made his appearance, and 
stared him steadily in the face, but he was off 
like a flash, and catch him he could not. It 
became manifest that he was one of those spir- 
its who, if they have tasted the breath of lib- 
erty, can never be restricted again. He was 
compelled to retrace his steps, and being re- 
manded into the presence of his lord, was se- 
verely questioned. 

" Have you brought back the offender 1 Is 
he secured in irons 1 Is he deposited in the 
deepest, darkest cell of the prison? I see by 
your looks that he is not.'' 

** Oh, my lord," said the jailer, " I fear that 
it is a thing impossible. I solemnly declare^' 
that I have not been wanting in duty, but have 
searched diligently. I have traced him evcry-J 
where, but he can be arrested nowhere." 

"That was to be expected," was the re- 
sponse ; " you might as well recapture the 
smoke that has burst out of the bosom of the 
flame and is metamorphosed among the hues of 
the changing cloud, or any thing else which id 
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most fleeting, most volatile. Nevertheless, you 
are approved, in that you made the attempt. 
You are aware now that you have released one 
who can not be recaught. When you are idle, 
he is not ; when you are asleep, he is vigilant ; 
while you strive to cure his mischief, he is en- 
gaged at more. Oh, the task is hopeless ! Giood- 
man, what have you done?" 

A deep sigh escaped from the jailer's bo- 
som. 

" But," proceeded his master, " although yoa 
must suffer, proceed to do your duty, and inas- 
much as you can not retake the fugitive, you 
must set yourself at work to repair the damage 
which he is known to have done." 

Goodman folded his arms on his breast, bow- 
ed his head, and said that he would most sin- 
cerely try. 

" Proceed, " rejoined Conscienza, sternly. 
** When Salander escaped at the point of Tung- 
land, he went and robbed a lady of a most 
precious jewel. Neither Grolconda, nor the Ural 
Mountains, nor all the mines of the world, nor 
any queenly casket, could supply another like 
it. You would suppose it rich, did you know 
how poor the loss of it made the lady, and also 



THE DRAGON. 141 

the pearls which her eyes paid down without 
stint for a ransom. It would have moved a 
heart of stone to see her wring her hands, while 
her disordered hair fell over a face usually so 
beautiful and tranquil ; and the soothing atten-* 
tions of those whom she loved could not quell 
the fever which burned in the brain. Nay, it is 
useless to stand there sobbing. Go and seek the 
jewel, and if you can recover it, it will be great 
treasure found. When that is done, there is 
more for you still to do." 

Upon this, the jailer humbly made inquiry in 
what direction he was to look for the precious 
gem, and he learned that Salander dropped it in 
the sea, and that he was to go to the province 
of Gudneiburud, near the mansion called the 
Alabaster Palace of Gudnaim. Forthwith he 
placed in his wallet a few bludraps (a small 
gold coin), for which he had labored painfully^ 
and which he had saved up with care. He <£d 
not let his wife see him do it, otherwise she 
would have snatched the bludraps out of his 
hand, and told him that they were to be saved 
up against old age, and not to be spent in tap- 
rooms, nor scattered broadcast upon highways. 
As it was, when she perceived him bustling 
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about, and putting provisions in his knapsack^ 
she exclaimed, 

'^ What is the matter, that you can not attend 
to your business, like other men ? You are the 
slave of this Conscienza, and I wish that you 
were under the control of another, or that the 
potion had killed him. And, prithee, where 
are you going now ?" 

"This business," he replied, "is not very 
soon to end, I fear, and for it you are to blame ; 
so hold your tongue, woman. That very tongue 
of yours, which is now wagging, persuaded me 
to do the mischief, which I am afraid can never 
be undone. I am off to the sea-shore to hunt 
for a diamond, which that little wretch, Salan- 
der, has stolen, and dropped in the waves, and 
if I don't find it—'' 

^^ You might as well look for a lost star at 
the bottom of a well," said she. 

The jailer smiled, for he was now acting in 
obedience to Conscienza, and that consoled him 
a little. So he took his staff in his hand, and 
went forth on what appeared a hopeless errand. 
Yet he reasoned with himself thus: Perhaps 
Gk>d, against whom I have sinned, in disobeying 
the power set over me, will help me in this mat- 
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ter, for the cause is righteous. Men often by 
accident light upon that which is precious v why 
should not those who seek find, if it be any thing 
in the way of truth and duty 1 

As the shades of night fell, he was approach- 
ing the town of Drownthort, which he perceived 
lit up with an unusual illumination. All the 
belfries, spires, and cupolas of the town were 
glowing in a white and lurid flame, and you 
could read a fine manuscript a mile off. This, 
thought the jailer, is a bonfire in honor of the 
birth of a new prince. This dissipated town is 
glad of an excuse for jollity ; but what makes 
the bells toll mournfully, instead of ringing a 
merry peall That is strange. Toll — ^toll — toll 
—toll ! I do not know of any distinguished 
benefactor who has died, and who is to be 
buried by torchlight. What mean these con- 
tradictory signs % On approaching nearer, the 
light waxed more intense ; and when by hard 
walking he soon reached the great square, Grood- 
man, to his horror, perceived a stake set up in 
the midst of bursting flames. " Ah !" said he, 
" a great crime has been committed in this king- 
dom, no doubt. Some person has had an opinion 
of his own, which he has dared to divulge. It 
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is to be feared that the woods will not grow fast 
enough to furnish faggots to bum up men who 
are bold enough to think. I, for my part, have 
been punished enough for that which my hands 
have done ; but, thank Grod, I never have had 
an opinion, otherwise in this persecuting age 
I should have been burned long ago! Even 
where they do not pile sticks around you, and 
kindle the fire, they have a caustic which an- 
swers the purpose just as well. They starve 
you, they turn you out of place, they give you a 
cold shoulder, they set the tide rolling against 
you, they break your heart with coldness and 
indignity. You may cut a throat, and escape 
the gallows, but if you have an opinion, look 
out lest you be burned. Oh, the world is be- 
coming Christianized !" 

So thought Groodman, but he took good care 
not to speak what he thought.. He approached 
the fire, and perceived a woman tied to the 
stake. It was the sorceress. She writhed in a 
few convulsions, and was soon sufibcated to 
death. " Ah !" said he, " this is the one to 
whom I resorted after being fascinated in the 
halls of pleasure. Her destruction is a sign 
that pleasure can no longer please. Of what 
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ayail were ker opiates t They can stupefy no 
more. All who were engaged with me in that 
anfortonate busineaa seem destined to perish." 
With this he left the Grand Square. 

On the next day Goodman had not advanced 
far when in a bj-road wliich ran down through a 
woody ravine ho met a man of wild appearance, 
armed with a stout sticltj who seemed a pilgrim 
like himself. On coming up, the stranger halt- 
ed, and addressed our traveler thus : 

*' ExcTJsi2 me, but can you inform me where 
lives a certain man named Goodman 1 I wish 
t0 find him very much." 

'* This," thought the jailer, *' is curiooB, and 
may turn out for good. What can he want of 
me 1 Perhaps he may assist me in my under- 
taking, and I in his. Certainly," said he, " I 
can. As luck will have it, I am that identical 
man." 

" Are you indeed V replied the other ; " right 
glad I am to meet yon so opportunely, and to 
have it from your own lips. Providence must 
have thrown you in my way. And I, let me 
inform you, am a kinsman of the Baron Wurthi, 
house of Gudnaim." 

*'I do not know him," 
7 
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" You are a liar, as well as a thief,'' replied 
the other, his eyes glaring with animosity. 

^^ You must mistake me, sir. I have not the 
honor to be acquainted with one of his high difl« 
tinction. I am only a poor jailer, and I keep 
the Hartz Prison." 

" I shall hold you responsible," rejoined the 
stranger, " because you let a thief go, and I 
have made an oath to avenge my kinsman." 
With that he fell to, and inflicted upon Grood- 
man an unmerciful drubbing. The latter had 
scarcely recovered from the surprise of this en- 
counter, and was limping off, groaning from the 
pain of the blows received, when his lord unex- 
pectedly met him face to face, and the following^ 
short dialogue ensued : 

GrooDMAN. My lord, I have been suddenly 
attacked and sore beaten and bruised by a 
youngster, who says that he is related to the 
house of Gudnaim. 

CoNsciENZA. You havc been punished not 
more severely than you deserve^ 

Goodman. I know it. 

As he advanced upon his journey, he found 
that he was in circumstances ^ of great danger, 
and ought to have set out armed. He saw sus- 



THE DRAGOlf. 147 

picious looks cast upon him, and heard one and 
another whisper as they passed, " That looks 
like the fellow that Salander was last with be- 
fore he did the mischief. No doubt they ar- 
ranged the scheme together. Does he not de- 
serve the hatred and contempt of all good men ?" 
He became more uneasy, and slept in the open 
fields, without a pillow for his head, where the 
dews of the night fell upon him. He was op- 
pressed by nightmare, and thought he saw the 
dwarf transformed into a giant, stalking over 
the earth with long strides, till coming to a 'hor- 
rid place of rocks, he suddenly turned upon 
him, seized him by the waist, and lifted him 
high in mid air, as if to dash him down and 
transfix him on a sharp fragment of flint stone ; 
then suddenly unclenching his gripe, he said, 
" Not now, not now ! There, there ; slip down 
by my neck and shoulders ;" and as soon as he 
touched the ground, he was beset by a little 
phalanx of sharp sx)ears, pointed at him, and 
could not budge an inch, till he awoke, dripping 
with perspiration, crying out in a half-smothered 
voice, " Don't goad me ! don't goad me !'' 

That night wrought a great change in Jiis 
aspect, or at any rate on the next morning he 
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first discovered that a great change had taken 
place, for when he looked in a polished mirror, 
which he carried with him, he perceived that 
his head, before that black as the raven's wing, 
blossomed like the almond tree. 

" Oh, horrible," said he ; " what is coming 
to pass V^ The poor jailer was indeed unhappy, 
and so much had his distresses weighed upon 
him in a short time, that he looked like an old 
man, when weary and dejected he came and 
sat down by the shores of the far-sounding 
sea. 

The sublime, expansive prospect revived his 
soul, and one by one he watched the breakers, 
and hearkened to the roar, as each successive 
billow died away upon the sands. And thus he 
mused, leaning upon his hands, although his 
thoughts lacked expression : 

" O thou deep and dark-blue ocean, how do 
I long to burst the chains which bind me, and 
to cross over thee, thou arched and watery 
bridge, connecting the Near with the Remote ! 
Perhaps in the distance I might forget my sor- 
rows, and find the trees whereon the balsam 
grows. How much more majestic is thy sound 
than the roar of the lion in the wilderness, yet 
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how much more lullmg thy peaceful murmur 
than the Eolian harp !'' 

Rising up, he began to walk slowly on the 
ocean's marge, where the compacted sand was 
moist and pleasant to the feet, searching among 
the snow-white pebbles and polished shells, to 
catch a glimpse of the lost gem. He picked up 
all the particles which seemed to glisten, but 
drying in the hand, they proved to be pieces of 
quartz, splintered from some rock, or fragments 
of a gaudy shell, and he hopelessly hoped that 
what he sought would yet be found in the belly 
of some fish which would be caught. Forth- 
with he began to inquire with a rueful counte- 
nance of those whom he met, " Good people, a 
jewel, a bright jewel, has vanished in these 
waves. Can you tell me where I am to look for 
it 1 I am a servant of Conscienza, and come at 
his command." 

But they were rude fishermen, and only 
laughed him to scorn. They had never heard 
of Conscienza, and were servants of one Diavolo, 
who lived on the cliffs, and who would no doubt 
turn them out of his employ, if they had any 
thing to do with Conscienza. They would not 
listen to him, nor give liim any assistance, and 
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they .said that he was a poor crazy old man, and 
settmg their white sails, they shot away over 
the glassy deep to drag their nets. Peaceful 
and lovely swelled those circling shores, which 
clasped the wave, where from the verdant brink 
the wild rose loved to see its image, and the 
aspen quivered deep down in the reflection of 
the heavenly blue. The land and water seemed 
to love each other. There the beetling promon- 
tory jutted far into the sea, and here the sea 
rolled into the sweet haven and was shut up like 
a romantic lake. Into this paradise, to play 
their diabolic pranks, had come Salander and 
the dragon. 

Groodman walked almost despairingly along 
the shore. Is it not strange, of all whom he 
met, one only he found to have pity on him? 
Yet he might have thanked the others whose 
disregard made the attention more sweet. The 
charities of the heart are ever thus proportioned, 
as one to many. The beggar holds out his 
weary hand during the livelong day, till the very 
blood runs out of it, and toward nightfall 
some one drops into it a little alms. Yet to 
him who truly needs, that one will surely como 
along before the sun goes down. Although you 
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never see him receive any thing, it must be so, 
or else he would not sit there from day to day. 
It is true as any chemical analysis. One heart at 
least will be bosomed in every multitude, and on 
every highway there will be a Samaritan where 
a wayfarer is sick. Even those who give no- 
thing give profusely, because they render up 
their share of gratitude to the chief almoner. 
Oh, ye stingy of good words and kind affections, 
how self-denying you are to remit your debt in 
favor of another ! But it is well. If all things 
were sweet, then there would be no sweetness, 
and we prize good treatment at a costly value, 
only after rebuffs. 

Goodman found one to listen kindly to his 
story, and as he told it with simplicity, she was 
even touched to tears. She was habited in sa- 
ble weeds, and of the order of those who spend 
their lives in doing good, and whatever their 
privations here, they will hereafter shine the 
purest seraphs in the realms of bliss. She 
knew the poor man's errand was in vain, but 
she addressed him thus : 

" In yonder cottage in the wood by the water's 
edge, there lives an aged couple, and they have 
a young daughter, who is named Undine, a 
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marvelous creature, who almost lives in the sea, 
which appears to be her element.* She will 
often leap into it with a wild shriek, and return 
at night with her garments thoroughly wet. 
She sometimes brings back treasure which she 
•has found, and she, if any, can assist you. As 
it is something precious which you are in search 
of, God speed you on your errand. Farewell. 
Pi^ay for one who has had sorrow.'' 

Goodman almost wept for joy when he heard 
this, and hope revived in his breast, and he 
wished to kiss the hand of the stranger, and to 
catch a glimpse of those vailed features, but she 
had vanished. And now, as the night drew on, 
and lengthened shadows fell upon the plain, he 
directed his steps toward the cottage. 

Weary and hungry he knocked at the door, 
and was hospitably received by the aged people. 
They offered what their house could afford, but 
when he told his errand, they shook their heads. 

" Alas ! Alas !" they said, *^ she is a way- 



• It will be perceived from what lovely romance we haye 
recalled this fairy being. It was one with which the poet 
Coleridge was entranced, for he declared that it touched 
him more than any thing produced even by the genius of 
Soott. Let those who have not done so, peruse Undine; 
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ward creature, and gives us no little pain- 
Sometimes she does not make her appearance 
for days together, and we can not sleep for fear 
that she is devoured by wolves or drowned in 
the sea. At last, as we can not take care of 
her, we trust her to God, for she seems to be-* 
long to some other planet, rather than to be the 
child of poor parents. She will sit for hours on 
the cliff with her lute in her hand, to watch the 
dolphins, and ere we know it, has plunged into 
the very midst and disappears. We need com- 
fort, rather than we are able to give it ; but re- 
fresh yourself with this white bread and this 
new milk, and we will call our daughter, if she 
can anywhere be found.'' 

With that the old woman went upon the 
threshold, and cried aloud, "Undine ! Undine!'' 
and the promontories and headlands echoed back 
the sound, "Undine ! Undine!" while those who 
had ever seen her, and known her sportive na- 
ture, would have supposed that the voice which 
imaged her parent's was her own exquisite mim- 
icry. At last, when the reverberations had died 
away, and the door was closed, her presence waa 
indicated as usual by a slight rush, like the 
wings of a zephyr, by a few pattering drops, 
7* 
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and then by a violent swash against the window, 
when, with a wild shout, she burst in, an appa- 
rition beautiful to behold. Her luxuriant hair, 
from her head entangled with sea-weed, fell al- 
most to her ankles, over a sylph- like form ; her 
cheeks were rosy with exercise, and her whole 
countenance glowed with the purple light of 
youth. 

"Dear parents,'' she said, "can not 1 be 
gone from your sight a moment? I am scarcely 
down among the corals, when I hear the usual 
cry, * Undine ! Undine !' '' 

" Child,'' the old people replied, " if you will 
indulge that naughty sport of diving in the sea, 
making the neighbors think that we are un- 
earthly folks in having such a child, Grod help 
you and us. But here is a poor man in distress, 
and yonder by the islet — he knows not exactly 
where — ^in the very deep, deep water, there is a 
lost gem, and unless he finds it, very much he 
fears that he is ruined." 

"A gem?' she said, with emphasis — ^^*a 
gem? — which? which? which? There are 
many, and many of them, I have walked on a 
paved way of jewelry, thick-studded as the stars 
in heaven. There are ingots, and pieces of 
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eight, rich tankards from which the barons 
quaff ale, cups of gold, bracelets, and gems of 
eyery kind, by the reefs where the galleons 
sank; and many a snow-white skull has eyes 
made of rubies, or pearls, or diamonds. Which? 
which?'' and she looked with a serious air. 

Goodman buried his face in his hands, and 
said, " I don't know what I seek, God help me ; 
I don't know, I don't know, I don't know." 

" We will try," said Undine. " There goes 
the sun ; we will go down together, and may we 
both come up, bringing light and joy." 

At that very moment the slant rays of the 
jsetting sun illuminated the windows of every 
castle in the neighborhood, and made them all 
appear on fire. A splash was heard, and the 
sea-nymph had disappeared. 

Groodman sat during the whole evening ab- 
sorbed in reverie, looking at the few embers, 
and at last the old people retired, trusting their 
child to Grod. He then softly lifted the latch, 
and went out to the margin of the sea. It was 
a heavenly night, for the moon was full, and 
bathed the landscape in a soft splendor, while 
every dancing wave was like a bejeweled crown, 
and the evening star still threw a broad and 
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fierj band of light over the waters. But he 
had no heart for all this beauty; his success 
was doubtful ; he would go to seek the maiden ; 
so he dropped into a light skiff, and let it drift 
seaward. All things seemed to mock his hopes, 
and when he dipped his oar, the waters flashed 
and coruscated, as if they held ten thousand 
jewels like that which he sought ; and he saw 
the silvery fins of fish, whose immense backs 
were curved on the surface of the waves, or who 
put their noses above the brine to breathe. He 
had observed that the waters, now untroubled, 
were as clear as crystal, and reflected in their 
depth a profounder deep, where the blue sky 
and every trembling star hung imaged in a 
map, and the snow-white sails glancing by 
without noise made him fancy that he was in 
the land of spirits ; and while his skiff, slowly 
wafted by the tide and a gentle breath, neared 
the islet, he heard a murmur, flne, almost impal- 
pable, like that of a sea-shell, or the dying note 
of a stricken harp-string, till it swelled by just 
degrees into a cloying sweetness and a most be- 
wildering melody. Ravished with the sound, a 
smile spread over his features, as with the moon 
above him, softly, softly, without the least splash, 
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he let drop the anchor to the pebbly bottom, and 
putting his ear down to the surface of the wave, 
listened with all his might. Then he heard 
plainly a low chant or recitative : 

Oh, ye "willows that wave o'er the billows that laye 

The home of the cherished Undine, 
Do you droop o'er the spot which encircles the grot 
• Where a jewel, bright jewel, is seen ? 
*Tis a stolen gem from a rich diadem, of the purest and 
rosiest beam. 

And it flashes more far than a silvery star. 
The jewel of vanished Esteem. 

Mariners bold have hunted the Golden Fleece o'er the 
pitiless seas. 
And have hcarken'd for flocks thro' the clashing rooks 
Of cerulean Symphlegades. 
But never they found on the wealthiest ground, entranoed 
in a golden dream, 
A jewel so bright as ire seek for to-night. 
The jewel of vanished Esteem. 

Oh, where are the eyes that now gaze on the prise. 

And tenderly flash back its rays ? 
Are they smiling above, and beguiling with love, 

Or illuming the watery ways ? 
Ah ! shed on the sight of the hapless to-night one raj of 
thy exquisite sheen, 

'Twill be caught on the tear of repentance siiioere» 
And lighten the heart of Undine. 
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For many minutes he paused bewilderedwhen 
the sounds had died away, and was only waken- 
ed from his reverie by the aerial picture of Un- 
dine, who leaped from a high clifT into the sea. 
The circling wavelets subsided, and all was still, 
save that the night-winds sighed through the 
branches, which drooped over the brink, and a 
gentle plash could be heard as the silvery waters 
kissed the shore. And so the night wore on, 
and he watched the beautiful procession of the 
stars as they went down one by one, and others 
emerged, and certain others shot "from their 
sfiieres,'' as if to hear that sea-maid's music* 
And as the music had reverberated from cliff to 
cliff of the little rocky islet, which was itself a 
gem in the bosom of the deep, so when it had 
ceased on shore, it still kept on, echo of echo, 
in unceasing undulations through his brain. He 
knew not how long he continued hearkening with 
an acute sense, like a deer in the forest, dread- 
ing to lose the sound, because he had not inter- 
preted it, and did not know whether it betoken- 
ed danger or the reverse, when he was startled 
with a burst of wild laughter, which made all 
ring again. Undine had emerged, unobserved 
by him, and stood erect on the high cliff from 
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which she had leaped. On her left ami hung 

: a^yoctrl necklace, in her right hand she held 

•''j 'wf/kil(^i&ag which glistened in the moon with 

'* 'multitadinous rays, as if the rock had been a 

lightbousc. 

*^ Joy ! joy ! forever !" exclaimed the jailer. 
" She has found it ! she has found it !" and, 
pulling up the anchor, and snatching the oars, 
he dashed into the cove. When he had reached 
the top of the hill he was nearly breathless, and 
trembled so much that he was just ready to tot* 
ter oyer the rocks into the sea, when he was ar* 
rested by the arm of Undine. 

*^ You have it," he said, with agitation, ^' me- 
thinks you have it." 

" Poor earthling," exclaimed the other, gaz- 
ing full at him with her starlike eyes, which 
beamed with pity, " I have it not." 

A deep moan burst from his inmost heart, and 
in one moment the night became dark, and the 
moon was blotted out, and the stars had lost 
their luster, and the music of the waves had 
ceased. 

" This," exclaimed the maiden, holding up 
the necklace, " has decked the neck of vanity, 
abd been the cause of tears. Let it return into 
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deep waters, where it may no more be found ;" 
and with that she flung it to a distance, ^sA it 
disappeared. " And this," she said, holding up 
a diamond ring, " I know its history well. I 
give it to you to do with it as you please. It is 
not the one which you seek. Poor pilgrim, re- 
turn to your home, for that can no more be 
found." 

He took the ring in his hand, of which she 
gave him an account in few words, and as he 
"was gazing listlessly at it, with another wild cry 
she leaped from the cliff. For a little while her 
white shoulders could be seen glancing above the' 
ftoody and then, like a vision of beauty, she had 
passed away. The jailer sought shelter under 
a cavern made by overarching rocks, and slept 
until the n^orning dawned. 

Now this is the history of the diamond ring. 
Many years before there lived on two opposite 
sides of the frith two families distinguished for 
wealth, ancestry, and ennobling virtues. An 
event was soon to take place, which promised 
equal satisfaction to each, and already began to 
awaken in the neiglaborhood a thrill of joy. 
Oswald, the sole heir to his father's estates, 
was to espouse the baron's lovely daughter. A 
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brighter, merrier Christmas was expected than 
had been kncwn in that vicinity for many years. 
The tenantry were to have three days of rejoic- 
ing, with feasts and all manner of games. On 
the wedding night the bridegroom started for the 
festive halls in a light bark, whose variegated 
lanterns swayed gently to the rowers' song ; and 
while the castle on the other side blazed with 
illumination, and the harpers sat with their 
fingers on the strings, ready to set the wavy 
dance in motion, and the magnificent bride was 
arrayed in a vail which set ofi" her charms, then 
the bridegroom, standing up on the prow, his 
gay feather drooping over his embroidered man- 
tle, was examining for a moment the luster of 
the jewel which he held in his fingers, when 
with a lurch of the light bark he lost his foot- 
ing and fell into the waves. It was to no pur- 
pose that a sudden arm was outstretched to 
grasp his mantle ; it parted at his neck by the 
breaking of the golden clasp, and he sank vrith- 
out a groan. 

In vain the bells rang from the turrets ; in 
vain a hundred torches gleamed wildly from the 
shores, and the waves were all in commotion 
with the splashing of oars, and agonized appeals 
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went up to heaven ; the young, the heaatiftily 
lay low in his last sleep, and one by one the 
lights were put oat in the castle, and a hundred 
gloomy guests went home, not eyen exchan^ng 
a word. On the next day the young Oswald 
was stretched out dead on the green-sward in 
his bridal robes. 

When the jailer awoke in the morning and 
looked at the ring, in his disappointment he was 
ready to throw it after the necklace into the sea. 
He could not think of bartering it, nor did he 
wish to take it with him, for it was not the one 
which he had sought, and it would not be a 
suitable present for his wife. At last a thought 
struck him, and the execution of it amused his 
mind for a time. He would present it as a 
token of gratitude to her who had shown some 
feeling for his distresses, and who had guided 
him to Undine. After a little inquiry he found 
her residence, which was a large stone buildii^ 
with gardens, surrounded by a wall of stone. 
Goodman, with a little hesitation, knocked at 
the gate, and made respectful request to see the 
lady, whom he described. He was kindly ad- 
mitted, while the one to whom he appealed 
want to her door and said, " Si?^<^r As'a ^ 
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come down ; there is a poor man aaldng fix 

Goodman now observed, her vail being re» 
moved, that she had a winning expression, and 
bore the marks of former beanty. When in- 
formed that his search had been unsaccessfol, 
she smiled pensively. 

^^ It is true that the jewel has not been found, 
but here is another like it. Take this ring,^ 
he said, putting his fingers into a small wallet 
and drawing it forth, " as the token of a poor 
man's gratitude, and do not refuse the gift. To 
me it will be useless." 

The lady received it from his hand, and 
examining the inscription on the inner rim, and 
putting it on her finger, suddenly became pale 
as ashes ; a torrent of tender associations came 
over her, and he thought that she would have 
swooned; but recovering herself, she replied]^ 
with a look which went to his heart, 

'' I accept the gift vrith the utmost gratitude^ 
and can only give you the recompense of prayers. 
I will cherish it as long as I live, and nothing 
which you could have brought to me would b# 
more precious.'' 

As he went out he observed the tears startikigf 
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in her eyes. She had been the destined bride* 
The jailer had now nothing to do but to return 
to his lord, and report that he could not find the 
jewel. 

" And even had you done so," retorted the 
latter, '' it might have been tarnished, as it is 
one of those which are too pure to bear hand- 
ling. You have done nothing as yet to ward ofif 
punishment, and it must surely come upon you, 
notwithstanding your present endeavors. It 
was a malicious thing to steal it, especially as it 
would not enrich the thief. The consequences 
have as yet spent themselves on the innocent^ 
but will be felt more severely as soon as they 
reach yourself;" and Conscienza smote him. 
"Nay," he said, "do not wince and groan; 
there is an infliction hanging over you which I 
myself dread to think of. There is more work 
for you. Are you ready to perform it ? You 
must be made aware of your fault before you 
are even fit to receive punishment." 

The jailer bowed his head. 

" That mischievous being, Salander, has torn 
down a respecta,ble house over the heads of ita 
inmates. Gro and inspect the ruins, and you 
must either find the means to rebuild it, or pay 
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the principal and interest of the debt incurred. 
Be oflF to the province of Gudneiburud, and in* 
qnnre for the Alabaster Palace, as it is called, 
of Gudnaim." 

And now we are to behold him again on his 
pilgrimage, toiling through the dust, and looking 
as anguished as if his neck were writhed about 
with vipers. " Oh," said he, " the way of the 
transgressor is hard. WTio would have thought 
that so simple a thing as discharging the little 
wretch would result thus? I, for my part, 
have sinned much, and suflfered for it, yet I 
never remember that any one act has involved 
me in so much trouble, therefore it must have 
been very flagrant. There appears to be no 
end of it. Since that, my morals have become 
depraved, my best feelings blunted, my pros-* 
perity for life is blighted ;'' and he sat down by 
the wayside. 

While there, a beggar in rags came up, and 
asked if he had food in his knapsack. 

" I have a little for my own wants," replied 
Groodman, " and a journey before me, and no 
money in my purse, and no friends ;" for he 
felt as if he had no friends. 

The beggar sighed. " You are in my case,'' 
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said he. *' I once had a friend^ who would 
let me want for nothing. I was fed with daint. 
ies from his table, bnt it no longer dispenses 
even crumbs. He was despoiled of his inherit- 
ance, and the vassals of a wicked man attacked 
his honse and left it in ruins." 

"And who was your friend?" a«ked the 
jailer, with misgiving. 

" The good Baron Wurthi, besieged by Sa- 
lander and his band." 

Goodman turned ^way his face, which waa 
covered with confusion. He took all the bread 
which remained in his knapsack, and gave it to 
the poor man. " Take it," he said, " for some- 
thing tells me that it is not mine, but of right 
yours^ I must obtain more as I best can, and 
if Grod does not give it to me, I deserve to 
starve." 

" Oh," srid the beggar, taking a crust of it^ 
** I am very, very hungry ; I have eaten not one 
morsel to-day. But why, sir, are you bo die* 
ccmsolate ?" 

" Because," he replied, " I had a hand in 
that ruin." 

"You? you?" exclaimed the other, in aa- 
to^kdnnent, " then PU not touch a morsel of 
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itoB bread, though I die ;" and he piit the crast 
from him, and his lip curled with scom, while 
he walked away an hungered. 

"Hold!" said Goodman; "tell me first 
where I am to look for the spot where yow 
benefactor once dwelt." 

" There," said he, pointing with his finger ; 
" go in that direction, and you will find the sad 
rain of that which was once beautiful to be-^ 
hold." 

Thus they parted. 

Groodman knew long beforehand that he ap- 
p4t)aohed the abode of desolation. He trod the 
realm of barren fields and broken hedges. He 
saw the rusty sickles hang in trees, and the 
golden grain pressed down, as if an army had 
trampkd it. He stopped to drink at a fount- 
ain, and it was choked with weeds and with 
dead things, which made the waters foul. He 
halted at a cottage, and the doors were wide 
open, and a gigantic creeper had already crush- 
ed it, as in the coils of a serpent. There was 
no sound of lowing kine, or piping note of the 
shepherd, with his crook, guiding the flocks 
through green pastures. A lamb, half-starved^ 
lay in liis path bleeding, and torn to pieces by 
8 
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dogs. Nay, he almost sank upon the eariih 
with horror, when a monster of some kind, who 
had been mumbling over its entrails, rushed 
with a loud yell into the covert. A terrible 
fear came over him as he was just about to 
gaze on the full result of his folly, for every 
step which he now took was traced in ruin. 
" Oh," said he, " Salander is the greatest of 
all wretches. His triumph is in the breaking 
of hearts." 

He soon came upon what was once a pleasant 
garden, and still a wilderness of sweets. But 
the paths were covered with grass, the fruits 
stolen, the fountains choked, the flpwers trailed 
in the dust, the vines were mildewed, and the 
statues were blackened and cast down. 

But what were his feelings when, ascending 
higher, he came within full view of what was 
once the alabaster palace. It was a snow-white 
mass of ruins. The most delicately-chiseled 
leaves of the acanthus were scattered about 
profusely. Here lay a broken column, there a 
Corinthian capital ; and through the apertures 
of the white blocks, in the lime, and dust, and 
ashes, a little wild-flower blossomed in the mel- 
ancholy waste. He stood upon the summit of 
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these ruins, and saw the land, and sky, and wa- 
ter blending into one lovely prospect, and the 
foliage drooping in the empty air, which had 
once embowered the eaves. The vines which 
Stella trained beneath the oriel window were 
wandering far off on the lawn ; but in the brok- 
en flower-pot the limbs of the rose tree were yet 
bound by the very knot which her hands had 
tied. 

He stood where once had been the wide hall 
of the old mansion. He knew it, because at 
his feet lay the stag-horns captured in the chase, 
and the massive armor of the knights who had 
fought in Palestine. No doubt the beauty of 
the neighborhood had been here assembled in 
the dance, which had been kept up to a late 
hour, while the boats which were to convey the 
guests homeward lay anchored near the shore. 
And here were the TDanisters of the great stair- 
case, up which the fair maids of the family used 
to trip with taper in hand when the ball was 
over, and cousins bade each other a good-night, 
as they entered into the dormitories. All this 
he fancied, because he had been a servant in 
great houses. 

He trod upon the golden frets of an anciont 
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and beautiful harp, now ruined, and as he did 
so the strings trembled, and the voice of a spirri 
seemed to whisper in his ear : 

Thou crush'd and broken harp— thou only tokea 

Of better days, of melody gone by. 
Of hearts now cold, of living hearts now brokeUt 

Of hopes which bud and blossom but to die ! 

In many and many a night, thorough winter hoary. 
When wild winds wailed and whistled o'er the snowi, 

A cunning touch awaken'd summer's glory. 
And .painted bright the color of the rose. 

Where is the light of Stella's peerless beauty, 
The tear-dash'd eyes, which thoughts of hearen bzingi 

The voice which call'd the fainting heart to duty. 
While Zephyr paus'd to buoy it on hia wing ? 

Gone with the melted snow, the rolling river, 
The sun-drank dew which glistened on the blade. 

As shifting cloud, forever and forever. 
As color from the soft cheeks of the maid. 

How rich, how rare the golden memories linger* 

Like lasting odor of the perish'd vine ! 
Can I forget the time when Stella's finger 

Woo'd the warm tear-drops down these cheeks of mine I 

Thou seraph's music for the broken-hearted. 

Gome to me still in echo, sweetest sprite, 
^ soothe the soul with thoughts of the departed. 

Through all the cold and dreary winter night. 
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That which affected him most was the jams 
of the parlor fireplace, all blackened with smoke, 
which recalled the .pleasant converse, and the 
parting kiss at night. Then he stood where the 
library had once been, for at his feet lay the 
illmninated page of a beautiful antique volume, 
whose edges were burned and defaced. He took 
it up, and read by the decaying light : 

"iTorttSttmcl) as Bramblyte think y® evyle 
worde was but a lyttyl evill, he did listen to his 
neiboure entertain hys neighbour with hys ney- 
bour's fautes, and dyd tell it, which when it 
was once blayzoned forth, it went like wildfyre, 
and y® whole countrie in a blaze, whereupon 
he dyd perceave that hys lyttyl evill a greate 
wronge, and then he repent in sackcloth, and 
dydd make confessyon when it too late, and 
y® priest willed him to crawl on his hands and 
knees, and lick y^ dust foure score time in 
y® league, which he dyd right freely, and four 
score more times of his own accorde. 

" Herein y® first errour that he did consent to 
recoyve y® secret in hys eare, and whenn he 
have it in hys bosom dyd burn to let it go, 
whicli whenn he dyd, greate evyle come of it, 
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and he hymself almost destroyed in y® commo- 
tion whych it produced. There was once a 
gardyner, who, whenn he did buy hys wheat, 
perceyve in it one lyttyl seed very noxious, and 
a hunderd-fold bearer, but he sayd it is lyttyl, 
and did receive it and scatter it with y® rest, 
and good luck if it had sprung up in hys own 
wheat field, but a lyttle byrd didd by accident 
perceyve it and drop it in hys neighbour hys 
garden, where it choked up all* y® flower beds, 
wheratt the owner of y® garden very angry, 
and didd charge it upon his neyboure that he 
planted the seed there by foul design, and whenn 
he say it was by accident, that he did only re- 
ceyve the evile seed, and got from Hym he know 
not how, the other say that he should hold him 
accountabel." 

The jailer almost wept when he read this, for 
it touched him very nearly, yet the manuscript 
had been in existence long before he was bom. 
The shadows of night surprised him while yet 
reading; he placed^ the book in his bosom, and 
turned his back upon the place. But far he 
had not advanced when a rushing sound, like a 
whirlwind, passed him, and anon he heard a 
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confused din of many voices breaking out into 
a triumphant glee, with the accompaniment of 
a stringed instrument. He cast back his eye 
hastily. It was Salander and his crew, who 
had come to dance and revel by moonlight 
over the ruins of the alabaster palace of Gud- 
naim. 

Almost at the same moment his lord met him, 
for he seemed of late to be very little absent 
from him. 

'' So at iast you begin to see the result of your 
foolhardiness. Peace once dwelt within these 
courts. What have you done to restore these 
lamentable ruins V^ 

" Nothing, my lord, unless tears have a power 
to rebuild." 

" Tears !" exclaimed the other, in anger ; 
"what recompense have tears? Is that all 
which you have to offer for broken hearts and 
ruined houses? They can do no good. One 
attempt, perhaps, remains to you, and though 
it can be no benefit to others, it may allay your 
own smarts*. You can go and ask forgiveness 
of those whom you have injured — ^nay, ruined. 
See to what a narrow point is reduced your 
ability to undo mischief.'' 
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" Alas !'' said Goodman, " I am too happy .to 
have even this ability remaining. This I can 
certainly do, though it will be a very bitter, 
mortifying thing to look in the faces of those 
whom I have injured." 

With this he passed on, meditating how he 
should, by his words, his looks, his actions, 
make a favorable impression, especially on that 
poor lady who had lost the jewel. " When they 
see my tears and my regret,'' he said, ''thej 
will, perhaps, be softened, and when' they know 
how much I have been already chastised." So 
he asked the first one whom he met whether ho 
could inform him where lived the baron and his 
family, once resident at Gudnaim House. 

" Oh, yes," replied the other, who was a very 
old man ; " I am already on my way thither, and 
not a long way either. He once lived in a large, 
sumptuous mansion, but is now content to take 
up with a very small one. He sufifered great 
persecution, and his beautiful house was de- 
stroyed, while he was smitten by the arrow of a 
man named Ingrat. The arrow rankled in his 
flesh. We all loved him, and his wife was an 
angel." 

" Where is the dwelling ?" said the jailer, in 
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flilanD, for his guide had conducted him to a 
well-peopled graveyard. 

" Here !" exclaimed the old man, striking his 
Btaflf down into the earth, "here! — they are 
4ead." 

Groodman sank down on the graves of those 
whom he had injured. 

Recovering, he arose from the spot, and said 
not a single word, but returned to the Hartz 
Prison,, and shut himself up a prisoner in one 
of his own cells. He could neither eat, nor 
drink, nor sleep, and was soon again distressed 
by the presence of Conscienza. He looked 
more stem and forbidding than ever, and did 
not seem to regard the poignant feeling of the 
jailer. Not at all, not at all. But again he 
.challenged him with a bitter sarcasm. 

" And what success had you in obtaining for- 
giveness of the injured? Did they receive you 
scornfully, saying. This is the man who let loose 
on us the monster, and we may thank him for 
it 1 Or did they come forth to meet you kind- 
ly, and thus pour coals of fire on your head? 
Speak !" 

" Oh, my lord, they are dead. Not even the 
poor satisfaction had I of saying that I am sorry, 

8* 
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but my tears have been like rain shed on &e 
desert sand." 

" If this be so, then your hour of tribulation 
has arrived. You remember what was threat- 
ened if you let the prisoner go. There is no 
criminal on earth more injurious than Salander. 
What you have already suffered is but a fore- 
taste. Prepare !'' 

With that he beckoned to him, and they 
walked together in a lonely spot, called the Val- 
ley of Lonelimusen. The funereal cypress 
waved above their heads, and they appeared to 
commune solemnly. Then Conscienza cried 
with a loud voice, " Remorse! Remorse !'' and 
the woods echoed back " Remorse ! Remorse !" 
Forthwith there appeared upon the scene a 
slave as black as night, bearing in his hand a 
knotted thong. 

" Strip him," said Conscienza, " and scourge 
his back till he almost dies." 

The jailer folded his arms in silent agony, 
and uttered not a word. The blows descended. 
They could be heard far and wide. They were 
laid on by the minister without stint and with- 
out mercy. The big, livid tumors bulged out 
- on the flesh, and when the lash was suspended 
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Goodman only regretted that his life was not 
taken, and went and flung himself into a dun- 
geon black as night. For whole days he main- 
tained a moody silence, and this was succeeded 
by the most jubilant spirits, and by a ringing 
laughter for hours. Then he sought for a dag- 
ger, and raved. " Come, my Damascus ! In 
what unknown place art thou concealed, as in a 
scabbard? An enemy has done it.'' Then 
again he relapsed into silence and sadness for 
many hours, and no angel of mercy came near 
. him. 

We must now return for a moment to the 
Duke d'Envy. The principal fault in this 
man's character was an excessive selfishness 
and self-esteem. With all his faults, which 
were innumerable as the stars of heaven^ and 
flagrant as the tail of a comet, he had no eyes 
for a single one of them, but was only able to 
see that which was without himself. There his 
vision was keen enough to detect motes in the 
sunbeam, and faults of character appeared 
hideous. He did not once bring himself to 
judgment, but let himself leniently slip through 
i bis own fingers, and, without leaving his seat, 

! brought in a verdict of " Not Guilty." He 
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exacted homage for his seigniories and ducal 
possessions, for his parks and forests, which 
were railed with iron, and filled with deer ; for 
his house, which was a regular castle of stone, 
a thousand years old, with moats and draw- 
bridge ; for his equipage, which was covered 
with silver and gold; for his many children, 
who only went abroad to do mischief, and yet 
the duke persuaded himself that they were on an 
angelic ministry. What kind of children they 
were may be known from the fact that Salander 
was one of them. The duke also demanded 
homage for that which he did not possess, and 
if those who were not his vassals refused to pay 
it, he told his servants to shoot them down with 
cross-bows wherever they met them, without 
mercy, and tumble them into the ditch, and that 
he would stand godfather to the undertaking. 
This same disposition of self-esteem led him to 
detest those who had possessions or children 
similar to his own. For this reason one' day, in 
a sly manner, he had released Salander, who 
before that, for liis deformity and evil nature, 
had been shut up in his father's house, because 
he well knew that he would go out and do mis- 
<5hief, and strike a blow in the very direction 
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which he intendeJ. He committed him in tho 
first instance to Groodman, for two reasons: 
first, because he was aware that the prison 
could not hold him, and secondly, he could thus 
shift the responsibility. The damage would be 
tracked back to the poor subordinate, and there 
the blame would rest, and no body would be so 
bold as to follow it up to Duke d'Envy. 

It was with infinite delight that he had hith- 
erto watched the success of his schemes, and 
saw the ruins of the alabaster palace, while 
his own house remained firm. But he was 
taken very ill with black tongue or the yellow 
jaundice, or some such terrible disease, and be- 
ing apparently near to death's door, his piety 
began. Much he praised the apostles and holy 
martyrs, and wished that more such could be 
found. But persecution had now ceased, and 
virtue, and especially the Christian graces, 
waxed dim. He repeated the Lord's prayer 
many times, and asked the priest whether he 
thought that he had said it often enough. He 
rolled his eyes upward with saintly fervor, for 
in fact he was frightened almost out of his wits, 
and anxious to make a compromise with Con- 
cienza, that he might die in peace. But al- 
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tiioiigh his disposition had not changed for the 
worse, suddenly his disease took a tarn for the 
better, when his resolution vanished, and he was 
soon moviug about, the same man as before. 
No change had taken place in him, except that 
bis cheek, always pale from the corrosive effect 
of passion waxed a little paler from disease. 
He asked the servant who attended him, to say 
to him (honor bright), whether he had shown, 
during illness, any weakness of mind, any flinch- 
ing, as the craven-hearted sometimes do. The 
latter told him that he had acted throughout like 
a man, and had repented of more sins than he 
had any need to repent of. The duke put his 
hand in his pocket, and paid the faithful servant 
a doubloon. 

When the poor jailer, who had been this man's 
victim, arose from his couch (for he too, like the 
duke, was prostrated with a fit of illness), and 
all his efforts to retrieve his error had been of 
no avail, silent and moody he walked alone in 
the valley of Lonelimiisen. The winds sighed 
through the branches, the cypress trees waved 
over his head, the skies were dark and lower- 
ing. Would the sunshine never come again? 
Would he never delight to revisit the spots 
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which once gave him pleasure? In his 
weakness he trembled like an aspen-leal 
He stooped to quench his thirst at a spring, 
and a serpent which lay circled around the 
rim of the basin, lifted up its head and hiss- 
ed. " Every source of health or enjoyment," 
said he, " is poisoned." He pulled up a white 
flower which grew in the path, to take home 
and transplant it into his garden — but let it 
fall hastily, for the ^oots dripped blood. 
Then he recurred to a worse frame of mind, 
sullenly began to make excuses for himself, 
and to murmur of injustice. With rebel 
hand he dashed aside the tears of his com- 
punction, looked defiance at the skies, and 
repented at his repentance. Why this vin- 
dictive pursuit of one who had been so pun- 
ished and who had endeavored vainly to 
repair the evil which he had done ? Had 
he committed murder? — ^- 

"Murder ! — murder ! — murder (^murder l^ 
resounded from all the woods, the rocks, the 
hills — ^for Lonelimusen is full of echoes — 
and from the verdict of so many tongues, 
it would appear that guilt stalked abroad. 
" Murder ! — murder ! — murder ! — murder !" 
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and when the loud alarm had become mor^ 
faint, the still, small voice of Conscienza 
breathed it again with emphasis into the 
jailer's ear. He could not bear the sight of 
his accuser's face, but turned his back once 
more, and ran with all his speed into a wild 
and solitary place. Vain effort to escape his 
lord's control, for he outstripped his flight, 
and all the jailer's means to make him 
powerless were at an end. No chains could 
bind him, and no opiate lull. In the bust- 
ling business of the day, as well as in the 
night's silent watches, he was still near hiu), 
strewing fears in the way, and sometimes 
frightening him with the apprehensions of 
Hell. There was one substantial reason 
why no peace could yet visit him, or illumine 
with a ray of light the gloomy cell of the 
Hartz Prison, and that will soon appear. 
Meanwhile he lingered out a miserable life; 
and ever and anon the black slave appeared, 
and held above his head the knotted thong. 
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BOOK IV. 



One, two, three, four, five, six, seveQ, 
eight, nine — struck from the Cathedral-tower 
in the little town of Wrangel. At the same 
moment the rattling of wheels was heard 
in the paved court of the tavern — and four 
travelers rising from their supper, went and 
disposed theniselves in the coach for a night's 
ride. One was a priest, two were students 
of the University, and the other was — 
the Devil — the students conjectured ; at any 
rate, a homunculus — a very little man — for 
they laughed as he hopped in, and deposited 
himself in a corner on the back seat of the 
coach. They had observed him at the table 
ogling the hot dishes, snuffing the fumes 
with greedy and expanded nostrils, grabbing 
everything within reach, and fairly tearing 
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the meat to pieces with bis ugly little teeth. 
Still, he was dressed in broadcloth, and 
wound his watch up by the Cathedral-clock, 
and seemed to be as anxious about a small 
bu4get which he carried with him, as if he 
were the bearer of dispatches having the 
great seal of State. His breath was kiliingly 
offensive, enough to blight any thing within 
reach — so that the party, as a protective 
measure, and without apology, lighted their 
pipes, and covered him head and ears in 
I smoke. Nor were the students so far out of 

the way in their conjecture. Many shrewd 
guesses have come much farther from the 
mark. The little man perceived the stifled 
sneers which greeted his entrance into the 
coach, for he had immense ears, which stuck 
outside his cap; whereas the rest of the 
party had their heads well wrapped. And 
of those same ears he meant to make good 
use, saying profanely to himself, (for those 
of his class are apt to quote scripture,) " He 
that hath ears to hear, let him hear." He 
bore the smoking like a Martyr, complaining 
never a word, only now and then he sneezed 
most violently, scattering a shower of spray 
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over the faces of his fellow-travelers, and 
exclaiming, good-humoredly, in a squeaking 
voice — " God bless me !" 

The fact is, the tobacco almost made him 
sick, and it was one of his scanty virtues 
that be did not use it. Neither on the pres- 
ent occasion, out of politeness to the com- 
pany, did he take upon him to abuse it. 

" On a long journey — in a solitary walk — 
where friends are assembled — in the mid- 
night hours of study-^— in inditing the learned 
thesis — in poring over the Classics, or of the 
ancient Fathers — (this he said in deference 
to the prieist) — or in the intricacies of the 
Calculus and working .out equations — it is a 
great solace, gentlemen ; but I am too much 
of a ladies' man. He ! he ! — ha ! ha !" 

Students. Ha ! — ha ! ha ! 

Sal. to use the weed in quantities ! 

I gave my meerschaum to a friend. 'Tis dis- 
agreeable to the fair sex, gets in the clothes, 
gets into the hair, perfumes the wardrobe, 
becomes stale and quite offensive, makes the 
smoker unfit for delicate attentions or fash- 
ionable rooms, and puts kisses out of the ques- 
tion. He ! he ! he ! — ha ! ha ! ha ! 
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Students. ( Uproarumslf/.) Ha ! ha ! ba ! 

Sal. Not that I discard the herb entirely. 
If there is a folly to which I plead guilty, it is 
aD overweening fondness for snuffing. This 
gold box (you can't see it, gentlemen, but 
you hear me tap it,) this gold snuff-box was 
bequeathed to me by my dear old grand- 
mother — now with God, in judgment of 
charity and spiritual advisers. (This he 
said in compliment to the priest.) Its rim 
is chased, its workmanship is sumptuous. 
First, a French count had it, who, dying 
in the wars, it was taken from his pocket 
on the field of battle ; then the good Baron 
Wurthi bought it of a soldier, and sent it to 
my grandmother ; while I shall transmit it 
sacredly to my heirs. Sh-sh-shu — ur-ur-ur — 
there it goes again ! — atchu ! God bless 
me! 

" !" said the student, for 

profanity, like smoking, is very common in 
the Universities. 

^^ Averte nasum, si nolis exterminari T 
exclaimed his companion. 

" Pardon, gentlemen. Shu-shu-shu — this 
is the last time — atchu ! God bless me !** 
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When the little man had made an end 
of sneezing, he began to make a fuss about 
his budget. He explored his hat, rammed 
his fists into his side-pockets, felt under the 
seats, would have the company move, and 
at last shrieks out in a shrill voice to have 
the coach stopped. 

" What's the matter ?" 

" The Professor within has lost his pack- 
age !" 

" Oh, my budget ! — my budget J — my pre- 
cious budget ! — It is gone ! — It contains im- 
portant letters — valuable documents — mat- 
ters of great moment to the world at large !" 
Much search turned out to be fruitless ; the 
packet was irretrievably gone. " We must 
go back to the last station." 

" We must go on to the next." 

Crack ! went the whip — round went the 
wheels — and the coach roiled down hill. 

" We must have more light on the sub- 
ject," said the little man, quietly drawing 
out his tinder- box, and letting drop a few 
sparks upon the straw on the bottom of the 
coach, while he thrust his head out of tb^ 
curtains for the benefit of the mountain air. 
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in a few niinutes the students put out th^ir 
pipes, as they thought that they had made 
the smoke dense enough, and it was becom^ 
ing disagreeable to themselves. 

^ Heaven help us !" said the priest, moving 
suddenly, " we're all on fire !" 

« Fire ! fire ! fire ! fire !" 

The party came to an immediate stand- 
still, and it required the labor of all hands 
to save the vehicle from immediate confla* 
gration. After much fright and some delay, 
they again jogged on. 

"As a matter of prudence, gentlemen, 
don't light those pipes again," said the little 
man. "You have already endangered life 
and property. See how great a matter a 
little fire kindleth!" This he said with 
reference to the priest. 

"The professor speaks wisely," said the 
students, and they ceased to smoke. 

It was the perfection of Salander's strategy 
to do evil, but to shift the blame on others. 
Much he continued to bewail the little bun^ 
die, and even struggled to squeeze out some 
tears, snuffling and whining as if his heart 
were broken, or he had lost a mint of gold. 
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Now this is the history of the little budget, 
which had not only like to have set the 
coach on fire, but the whole province in a 
blaze. The next morning it was picked up 
near the gates of the Duke d'Envy ; its mul- 
titudinous seals were broken open, and its 
secrets disclosed. It contained letters and 
papers from people of quality, stolen by Sa- 
lander in a recent tour, re-written in a forged 
hand, and ingeniously interpolated. Hardly 
a single paper in the whole batch remained 
as originally written. The addition or era- 
sure of a single word, letter, dash, stop, or 
apostrophe — the filling up of blank spaces 
and margins — gave to the whole a different 
sense than had been in the minds of the 
authors, and displayed a pitch of deviltry 
and of consummate penmanship. There 
were also some original letters unchanged 
in a single iota, because, alas! they could 
not be improved by changing, but were filled 
with the worst kind of gossip, and involved 
the peace of many families. The possession 
of them must have required the skill of aq, 
accomplished locksmith, and the ransacking 
of many escritoires. Words cannot tell 
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the grief, the indignation, the consternation, 
to which this discovery gave rise. Sensitive 
reputations withered away Hke leaves in the 
flame, for it requires more than the rest 6f 
a life-time for Truth to outstrip the messen- 
gers of Suspicion. Justice is only done to 
the dead. The truth is, that Salander drop- 
ped the package from design, wishing to get 
rid of it, and in hopes that it would fall like 
the sparks from his tinder-box, on some ma- 
terials which were combustible. Although 
it had been picked up at the gate of D'Envy, 
he protested that he knew nothing about it, 
although he eagerly perused the papers, and 
could not help saying to himself, as a slight 
smile flitted across his features, '*It looks 
very much like the work of my Salander.*' 
He knew well that his son could have done 
it, for he had not neglected his education, 
and he was not only glib in speech, but 
an adept in penmanship. "This is a sad 
world and a reprobate age," said the Duke 
d'Envy, casting rather a sinister look at a 
handsome equipage which passed by him, 
"and its most unfortunate feature is the 
want of reverence, and filial obedience. 
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There is not a day ia which I am not called 
to mourn the faults and failings of my own 
children." And he sighed heavily as ho 
■ walked out to converse about the package. 

To proceed with the travelers : ihey were 
aoon among the mountains, and the postilion 
examined his carhines, in case of robbers in 
the defiles and woody glens, Salander kept 
bis ears wide open, although he pretended 
to be asleep, and heard many things which 
were new to him, of which he made a note 
in his pocket-book, for the company conver- 
sed gaily, including the priest. Nor did they 
seem to think a moment of the little imp 
who sal crouched in the corner like a cobler 
on his last — for those tread firmly who do 
not suspect a snake in the grass. 

First Student. There will be a Revo- 
lution in all Europe in ten years. All things 
will be turned topsy-turvy. 

Salander, {soito voce.) Amen t 

Second Student. The elements are fo- 
menting, and the power of kings must be 
shorn. Very small concessions thos* made 
in Magna Charta, very small those by the 
successors of Charles I. and Louis XVI. 
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The nations must have more charters, more 
Constitutions. The people begin to think. 

The Priest. Give us liberty, and not 
license ; the action of intelligent masses, and . 
not the mob led on by infidels or demagogues. 
The ages must be slowly and carefully rear- 
ed to liberty, stage by stage ; and seven sta- 
ges, as in the age of man — but each stage 
a century — are before seniority. When the 
people, by education, rise to the dignity of 
kings, kings will look up to the people. The 
latter may then concede with safety where 
they know that the gift will be enjoyed, and 
not abused. The people are not prepared — 
God only knows when they will be — for liber- 
ty. The few intelligent, who are selfish and 
ambitious, and aspire to be called patriots, 
urge them on to demand an ell, but, after 
immense bloodshed, they only acquire an 
inch. However, every inch tells. 

The air was snapping cold, and the stu- 
dents drew a flask, and recruited themselves 
towards midnight with a swallow of raw 
brandy. Salander inwardly groaned. "I 
wish that they would invite me to drink a 
little," said he to himself, as he made a move- 
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ment and showed some signs of being awake. 
He was, in fact, very fond of all kinds of 
burning liquids; and, under the stimulus 
which they gave, he had concocted some of 
his most diabolical plots. When th^ coach 
was driven presently to a little inn by the 
road-side to refresh the horses, the company 
got out, with the exception of Salander, who 
wrapped himself in a thick cloak. " Now," 
said he, '^ for a little study and meditation. 
Prayers before bed-time ! Time enough to 
kneel down and say them, says I, in my 
own room after supper, when we come to 
the next inn ! Pater noster, qui es in ccelis. 
Let us concoct a chapter of a romance, equal 
if not superior to Don Quixotte or Ainadis 
de Gaul, Those gentlemen of the Univer- 
sity shall hear from me again, before they 
obtain their diplomas. «Can't I pluck them 
out of the smoke of beer-rooms before they 
are * leathery sick,' and plunge them into 
a darker place than Auerbach's cellar in 
Leipzig? Yes, and kindle about them a 
fire to which the smoking coach was a mere 
circumstance ? — Salander can do it ! — 
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He can, if he will, 

And he will, if he can*, 
If you^ll find the faggot, 

I'll furnish the pan. 

The priest too ! Didn't I know his voice in 
the dark 7 It immediately reminded me of 
Gothic aisles, painted windows, wax lights, 
torch processions, beads, crucifixes, masses, 
matins, vespers, vigils, and confessions. God 
help me ! — things which I have neglected 
too much, but I will repent before I die ; 
I will repent — pent — pent — pent! — The 
whole thing flashed upon me ! How won- 
derful is Memory ! Sometimes in the dark 
hours I wish that mine were a short one. 
Such pictures as I see ! — lights, shadows, 
phantoms, processions, sweeping along from 
the dusky aisles of the past into the illumi- 
nated chambers of the brain ; — the populace 
which you thought dead. This awakens 
the horrors. But the priest — yes, he is the 
very man ! I should not have thought to 
have troubled him, had I not met him by 
accident — I go so seldom in the way of 
priests! Without him, my work will be 
incomplete. He was my Lady's Confessor — 
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the identical roan who gave absolution to 
her who was carried out of Goodnaim House, 
and he said that she was almost an angel. 
He didn't know me; — 1 don't think that 
he has ever seen me — and I look so differ- 
ent without my mihtary suit. I know him. 
What a wonderful coincidence that he should 
meet me thus, and, by his very presence, 
preach a sermon full of brimstone to the 
great Saladdin ! I'll have revenge on him 
for that ! I'll take my brother Malce in 
partnership again. I only mean to spite him 
now a little — not to kill him. If I do, his 
soul is safe. That takes away the edge and 
sting of the disaster : his soul is safe. Very 
well, he has not committed forgery — I have. 
Nobody would believe that story of him 
any more than if it were said that he had 
stolen — had murdered ! How foolish to say 
that which none will believe, for his Rever- 
ence has not been known to wrong his fel- 
low^men. All love him. It will be believed 
that he sometimes wrongs himself. Well, 
then, he's drunk. At all events, we will as- 
sume as much, although his friends carried 
the bottle. Conclusions must have a premise 
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to Start with. He is in too good spirits for 
a priest who mumbles prayers : ergo^ he is 
drunk: — at any rate, we will assume as 
much/' 

" Who is that little man T — said one of 
the students within, as he warmed his feet 
by the fire. " He resembles an imp of Satan. 
What a deformed body ! What leering 
eyes ! What an ugly mouth ! What sinis- 
ter expression !" — 

' " It may be," answered the other, " that 
he conjured up those flames out of the stnoke 
from beneath. Dare lucem ex fumoJ^ 

" Did not we conjecture that he was the 
Devil ?" 

" There may be shapes on earth which 
resemble those of Hell." 

Priest. And there are too. I have no 
knowledge of the person. 

Happy they who never make the acquaint- 
ance of a Salander ! 

When the party came back, their com- 
panion concerning whom the above short 
dialogue had taken place, was in high glee, 
and disposed to talk, as he always was after 
midnight; and, to tell the honest truth, 
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while they were gone, he had insinuated 
his hand into a pocket of the coach, and 
taken a long draught from the discovered 
flask of liquor. 

" Walk in," said he, chirpingly, " walk in, 
gentlemen. The moon wanes. We are 
waiting for yoq." But neither the priest 
nor the students felt disposed to talk. They 
threw back their heads, drew their caps over 
their faces, and went to sleep. The little 
hunchback did likewise. 

At (,he next post, when the morning dawn- 
ed, the parties separated. The priest retired 
to his parish, the students to their books at 
the University, and the mysterious stranger 
nobody knew where. He always kept his 
movements to himself. On reaching their 
rooms and overhauling their trunks, the 
students found their fine linen ail consumed ! 
In less than three days, they were arrested 
for Revolutionary sentiments, for founding a 
secret society, and for plotting against the 
Government. For some years they pursued 
their studies in a dungeon. The horrible 
abortion who had lain skulking in the coach 
followed in the track of the priest. In the 
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beat and meridian of the next day, he stop- 
ped at a small house in the very outskirts 
of the parish, apparently fagged out, with 
his hump upon his back, and a small pack 
upon bis hump. He displayed bis wares, 
and asked a glass of milk for charity ; but 
he would esteem cream more highly than 
milk. He found no one to listen to his de- 
mands but an old woman as dear as a post, 
who sat with a small silver speaking-trumpet 
suspended by a silken cord at her waist. 
Into this Salander breathed his foul breath, 
clapping it close to the old lady's ear. 

" Have you heard the news ?" — 

" Oh, yes ! very well, thank you." 

" Did you hear what I said ?" 

" Speak a little louder — I'm hard of hear- 
ing." 

« Priest— drunk !" 

"What did you say?" 

" Oh ! you toothless, wrinkled, crooked, 
yellow, ugly, decrepid, lame, blind, deaf, 
miserable, hateful old remnant ! Where's 
the grave-digger? {Speaking- louder.) I like 
to meet with respectable aged people like 
you : it does me good, {Lowering' his voice,) 
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I guess it does ! ( Thundering" aloud.) Now 
see if you can spell these letters on your 
fingers : — P^r-i-e-s-t d-r-u-n-k ! — {Nodding 
his head,) Yaw ! yaw !" 

" I don't believe it !" 

{Speaking through the trumpet) " Will 
you buy some wares ?" 

" Ask my daater." 

Just then the latch of the door was lifted, 
and a woman of middle age, almost as hag- 
gard as her parent, came in, bearing a basket 
of chips. 

Salandeu. {Bowing.) Good morning, 
madam. A pleasant morning, but frost last 
night ! Would you like to examine some 
very pretty, very excellent, superfine mer- 
chandize ? 

Daughter. We buy nothing of the Jews. 

Salander stamped his foot, looked daggers, 
and made a grimace, showing the vile snags 
which he had in his mouth, and frightening 
his auditors half out of their wits. 

"The Jews!" — said he, "my name's Sa- 
lander ! and I will have you know that I 
have been bred among Christians. At any 
rate, they call themselves as much. (This 
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he said with a bitter taunt.) I have no old 
do', old shoes, second-hand wares — nothing 
but new fabrics — span new — whole cloth. 
C^n't a pedler be honest with a Hcense ? I 
am a converted Jew. {Aside, and in a dif- 
ferent tone.) A converted Jew I Fictitious 
animal ! I am a Christian !" 

Old Woman and Daughter. He is a 
Christian ! 

Salander. {In a mysterious whisper^ 
and sinking on his knees.) Would you like 
to buy a Piece of Holy Cross?— a Piece of 
Rust from Holy Nail Head? — a mere thread 
('tis all I have) from Holy Seamless Gar- 
ment? — (And he affectionately, reverently 
kissed the relics !) 

Old Woman and Daughter. {Falling 
flat upon their facets, and crossing them- 
selves.) Blessed Virgin ! — We are unworthy 
to possess a portion of these relics. Here is 
a piece of gold. 

Salandkr. Take this Divine Thread ! 
Take this flake of Nail Rust ! Take this little, 
precious Splinter of the Cross! and when 
you are in the flames of Purgatory 

Old Woman and Daughter. Oh, Christ ! 
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Salandbr. {Rising.) May we all nreet 
in Heaven ! . Have you not a iittis coin Ic^t 
for great bargains? — Come, now, I will un- 
buckle my pack, which 1 would not do for 
every one. You will not want lo buy this 
diamond — it is too costly I— You may look 
ai it. See how it glistens !' — 'Tis of the pu- 
rest water. It is uature^s own flashing work- 
manship, fashioned in deepest mines, and 
worn on the serenest brow of beauty and 
of loveliness ! — Its history is a whole volume. 
Lost in the deep, deep sea, and sought iu 
vain. I searched for it ; — I took it ; — I found 
it. — Its name is Kuinoor. I would not hold 
another such a gem, no, for the life of me. 
1 shudder lo possess it, for its possession is 
most envied Do not, for the world, speak 
of it, (Salander knew that he spoke fahe, 
and that he showed on ly a piece of glass !) 
Come, now, here are some silks from India. 
They cost money. They are for princesses : 
you do not want them : they will at least 
feast your eyes. Ah ! ha ! — now then we 
come to things available — things which must 
be found in poor houses as well as rich. 
There is no bottom to this pack. Regard 
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well, I beseech you — these chances do not 
ha(^Q every day — my choice selection of 
teas, spices, herbs, and essences. Smell 
that ! Better than Catnip, and called Gun- 
powder. The smoke of it voluminous, and 
it has made some noise in the world. Many 
prefer this package, marked Maligni^Tea, 
from the Malay Coast, where they are all 
savages : very good of its kind : cheap as dirt. 
Here's Peek-in ; — here's Cant-on ; — here's 
a kind covered with green paint, and only 
fit for the Tartars. I keep it, but I do not 
offer it, except when I fall in with a Tartar ! 
I know a Tartar. She b a little woman, 
a little woman ; — she is a feather, an es 
sence;— a mere volatile essence; — a no- 
body ; — yet when she stamps her foot, you 
would think that she was born to command. 
Here is a kind, too, which I cannot part 
with. I keep it for the sake of Miss Chief. 
There you have my assortment. Won't 
you buy some of my teas, ladies? — They 
will do you good, — brace your nerves, — make 
your cap-strings flare out, — sharpen your 
wits, — improve your social nature, — and set 
your tongues wagging. — Now for spices. — 
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Don't you want some pepper? — Don't you 
want some salt? — salt — salt — fine as ashes — 
white as the snow on Mount Blanc? It in- 
creases relish, seasons food, preserves from cor- 
ruption, keeps the sea sweet — the open sea. 
Keeps the sea sweet ! Hem ! a-hem ! Speak 
quick! Don't you want to buy? If not, 
say so ! time 's money — time 's precious ! I 
make use of my time, support my family, 
send missionaries to the heathen. Where 
little is given, not much required ! Are 
there any quatern agues, typhuses, typhoids, 
Yitus's dances, in your neighborhood ? Oh, 
do look at these herbs, good people, so neatly 
pressed, so adequately done in papers ! just 
as if iSsculapius, Boerhave, or some great 
doctor, had cured them in his shop; never- 
theless collected now-a-days under the pale 
moon, dried, and medicinally prepared by a 
learned Society, whose broad seal is respected 
over all Europe, and which has its head- 
quarters away among the mountains — the 
Brudersjumpendaansenjigginshakenquaken! 
Come, now ! pray look at a few salves : Old 
Man's ; Pinkroot ; — Caledonian, good for salt 
rheum, the prickly heat, eruptions incident 
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lo mail. Caledonian ! I bought this {hop- 
ping a foot high, and scrcUching himself 
on the back,) for my brother ! — Essences ! 
essences ! essences ! Buy some of my essential 
oils. Here is Minx, Vixen, Tartar, Starkmad, 
Termagant, Old Wife, Henpeck, Snapdragon, 
and others too numerous to mention : very 
good for domestic purposes. What ! none 
of these ? {Speaking through the trumpet,) 
Don't you want to buy some rank poisons, 
very strong — very strong — some of them 
would poison you to look at them ? Eh ? 

Old Woman. {Lifting up her hands,) 
Pison ! Oh, dear ! Oh, no ! 

Salandkr. Well, Avell, rats are scarce, 
I s'pose. Here is a cordial which you must 
buy, and then Ftn off. It will add ten years 
to your life. It is called Perfect Lovb ! 

" Wonderful man, for a Christian and a 
converted Jew !' said the inmates of the cot- 
tage, who were too thankful to be rid of their 
guest, and ihey watched him as he forded the 
stream, and pulling oft* his shoes displayed 
his filthy feet and legs covered with hair, 
until he disappeai-ed in the woods, where he 
went and tinkled the coin upon a rock. 
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Old Woman. — Margaret, lock those holy 
relics in the drawer, and put them under my 
head, with a bolster of pigeon's feathers, 
when I am going to die. 

Soon as Salander emerged again into the 
open road, an accident befel him which had 
like to cost him dear. As he stooped to pick 
up a pin, (he always picked up pins, for 
when he saw any thing which pleased his 
fancy well, he said " I'll put a pin there") a 
chariot which was driven furiously, without 
turning aside, knocked him head over heels. 
He jumped up however, unhurt, and look- 
ing in the direction of the wheels, said, " this 
is unkind, papa, to turn me out of doors and 
then run over me. Didn't you know that it 
was your poor little boy, or are you angry 
that the budget was discovered at your door? 
Would you thus destroy your bud of prom- 
ise ? It is no easy matter to crush Salander. 
He is down for once, but see, he is up again 
and on his travels." With that he opened 
a pack, and applied some of the salve which 
he had to a scratch on the head, the only 
injury which had as yet recoiled upon his 
own pate. Then he trudged on to the Uni- 
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versity-town of Deepswig, where seeing the 
Academic doors open, he walked in and then 
out again. 

"Now," said he, "I am a graduated youth, 
fit to study law, medicine, or divinity ; just 
as fit as any. Look at these fellows who 
pretend to study, prowling about the streets 
in grotesque garbs, faces covered with hair, 
with crooked, ugly-headed walking sticks 
cut from a grape vine or some gnarled plant ; 
fighting battles in which no body is killed ; 
brawling, singing, drinking, and saturated 
to the very eyes with filthy fumes of the 
tobacco. So they continue a year or two, 
engaged only in folly, until they buckle up 
at the eleventh hour so as to pass muster, 
scratch oS a thesis in Dog-Latin, and go 
forth to inflict their ignorance on the world. 
What I say now is not very complimentary' 
but it is true, isn't it ? Sometimes the truth 
answers my purpose very well, and even 
better than a lie. Landlord, give me a pot 
of ale. I was just saying what a shame it 
is to see these scholars going about so disor- 
derly, shouting through the sti-eets. If I had 
my way I'd have them all arrested." 
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Publican. — "You had better look out 
what you say. They are our best custom- 
ers. If it should come to their ears ." 

Salander. — Which are asses ears. 

Pub. — They will be here presently. 

Sal. — Not all. I am told that some of 
them have shifted quarters ; gone to the 
deep, deep, deep, darksome realms of Erebus, 
oh ! dear ! 

Pub. — I know nothing of it. 

Sal. — I want another mug of ale, and 
quarters for the night. 

Pub. — You can have neither. You have 
not spoken a good word of any since you 
came into my house. 

Sal. — What is that to you ? I would put 
something in your ears. Will you hear ? 

Pub. — Here is your change, there is your 
walking-stick, and there the open door. I 
will not entertain you — I do not like your 
looks. 

Sal. — A moment 

Pub. — Not one moment. Begone. 

S AL. — A pretty landlord ! I warrant that 
there is foul linen on the beds, and that the 
sheets have not been aired, and fleas abound. 



I'll assume as much, as I know nothing to 
the. contrary. In what town is your malt 
brewed 1 It must flow through filthy barn- 
yards, when one jug disorders my stomach. 

Pub. {throwing the pewter at his head.) — 
Out, out, out, foul-mouthed impostor ! 

SaIm {Retreating) — My life is in danger. 
Before you see me again, youli hear from me. 

" Now," said he, " my sins weigh heavy 
on me, I have need of spiritual comfort, and 
will go and see my friend the Priest. He 
never sneered nor joined in the laugh against 
me with the boys. On that account I will 
call his Reverence Mr. Mum. He said noth- 
ing, but he thought a folio. He hates me. 
That's true of him, if it turns out to be a lie 
that he was drunk. Priests expect sucb 
things to be said of them, and to bear them 
in a Christian manner, that's a part of their 
calling. Saint Paul did it : why should not 
Mr. Mum 7 There is no reason — none in 
the least. Clear as mud. My logical pow- 
ers have become sharpened since I passed 
through the University, I want to go and 
see the Priest, to find out whether he prays 
for himself as well as others, and don't 
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stntiggle cold meat into his room through 
Lent ril bet my splendid little Gemmi 
that he does. At all events, the fish market 
is benefitted. The eggs can't be laid fast 
enough. Do you call that fasting ? What 
would become of dinner-tables if the sea 
were all dry land ? If turtles and delicious 
shell fish were abolished ? Hark ! I must 
be approaching his oratory. I have a quick 
ear, and mcthinks I hear the chime of bells. 
There go the big ones ; there go the little 
ones. Oh ! I was never taken to the font, 
nor christened but with the spittle of con- 
tempt ; but if I were, I should regard that 
music the sweetest in the world. It would 
recal the thought of many an hour of calm 
repose or blithsome holiday ; what time the 
cleanly peasant knelt within the aisles, or 
bridegroom led the festive party with his 
blushirlg bride ; and as the tinkling kine re* 
mind of shepherds, waterfalls and brooks^ so 
would the church-bells bring refreshing me- 
mories to me. But now the sound is hate- 
ful, and Salander weeps." 

This was the first occasion on which the 
little man reflected seriously upon what he 
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was about, but his repentance was not sin- 
cere, and he presentl7 knocked at the priest's 
door. The priest was walking up and down 
his chamber in a brown study, for he had 
been riding about the country on a better 
horse than priests usually have, to chase a 
flying rumor which traveled much faster 
and farther than his steed. To speak the 
truth, it had injured, annoyed, and vexed 
him not a little, but all his effort had been 
without avail. It had gone every where, 
' but had its origin in the Mountains of No- 
Where. As much sin as was confessed to 
him, upon this no light had been shed. One 
day he stood upon the belfry-tower, two 
hundred feet above the level plain, while the 
great bell pealed with a loud clangor, and 
shook the very place on which he stood ; 
but far as the eye looked, or the undulations 
of sound extended, much farther had the 
rumor gone. The earth and sky met where 
the great circle of the horizon swept, and 
there the eye ended its researches, but the 
rumor pierced beyond that. The waves of 
sound had their last flow and ebb, but the 
rumor had not yet died on the retreating 



/ 



THE DRAGON. 213 

shores. It went over all this space, and 
when it reached its utmost limit, it rebound- 
ed, and came back on a return mission to 
the ear of the priest. It had visited every 
one before it even approached the doors of 
him whom it concerned the most. From 
the same belfry-tower the priest could look 
on every castle, palace, cottage, hovel in the 
diocese, but could not fix upon a sinjjle one 
from which the rumor sped. 

" All know it," said he, " mayhap unless 
it be the old deaf woman who lives in yon- 
der house, but I might as well ask of her or 
of the deafer stones for information." Just 
then he was startled in his soliloquy by a 
continued rapping, and Salander, who had 
sold his wares, which were all false and f 

poisoned, presented his hateful carcase at the 
priest's door. No sooner had the latter clap- 
ped his eyes upon him, than the truth flashed 
upon his mind, and he directed at him a 
piercing gaze. 

Salander skulked. Looking down or side- 
ways out of the window, he said — 

" Pather-in-God, good morning. I have 
come to inquire about the health of yout 
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BevercDce^ to renew old acquaiatance, toosk 
your advice about a case of coosciencei and 
to look at your Reverence's books. Fine 
library ! what stores of learning ! precious 
MSS., illuminated missals, works of the old 
Fathers, no doubt ! How much pith and 
marrow in the old Fathers ! I would not 
give a rush for modem authors. How are 
they dwindled down to a mere shadow, 
without bone, or sinew, or substance, and 
what they have is filched. In those times 
men had great big thoughts which they em« 
bodied in wondrous words, which fairly 
stalked about the earth. iSl Augustim 
Opera ! — great man ! great writer ! — fine 
edition ! wonderful treasure ! Thwna^ a 
Kempis I how I did love that man once in 
my reading days ! There are so many 
weighty reflections in him !" 

( Takes the book and reads.) 
** Be not impatient, my son, when men 
think evil of thee, and speak that whicli 
thou art not willing to hear. Thy own 
opinion of thyself should be much lower 
than others can form, because thou art con- 
scious of imperfections which they cannot 
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know. If thy attention and care were con* 
fined to the life of the internal man, then 
wonM it not feel the influence of fleeting 
words that dissolve in air. In times of 
wickedness and ignorance like this, it is 
more wise to hear reproach in silence, and 
in full conversion of thy heart to me, not to 
regard the judgment of men. Let not thy 
peace then depend on the commendation or 
censures of ignorant and fallible creatures 
like thyself, for they can make no alteration 
in thy real character. True peace and true 
glory are to be found only in me ; and he 
that seeking them in me loves not the praise 
of men nor fears their blame, shall enjoy 
peace in great abundance ; for by such lov6 
and such fear nothing but inquietude are 
produced." . ; 

" Good ! good ! good ! — ^that is well said* 
That sounds like Thomas a Kempis. 

Priest. — Then thou art a theologian ? . 

Sal. — Seeing that you have sqch stores 
of information, and so many books, I would 
ask your Reverence a question for my satisr 
faction, whether the souls of the martyrs (as 
was believed in the time of the Council :<tf 
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Elliberis,) come back to hover about their 
tombs 1 I have my reasons for inquiry. 

Priest. — It is a matter of no moment. 
Have you martyred any ? 

Sal. — Don't cut so close. Have I not 
been myself a martyr, turned out of doors by 
my own father, and trampled under foot ? 

Priest. — Methinks I know you well. 

Sal. — My acquaintance is extensive. — 
Who has not at some time known me ? 

Priest. — And if you are the one whom 
I take you to be, they have repented of the 
knowledge. 

Sal.: — Variety 's the very spice of life, as 
well as conversation. Let us change the 
subject. How about those Decretal Epis- 
tles ? Do I not understand chirograph y and 
forged writings ? Your Reverence, I say it 
piously, they are a cheat 

Priest. — You shall not speak of Holy 
Church to me. Your name is Salanoer. 

Sal. — It is not Salandcr now ; for I have 
just found it convenient again to speak the 
truth. 

Priest. — Thou evil Tongue ! Thou in- 
carnate Lie ! I know all about your doings. 
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That which is so holy as Truth comes not 
from you. You are one whom every Chris- 
tian man is bound to drive out of his house, 
and every prince out of his dominions, and 
it were happy for the world if it had not a 
place for you to stand on. You are excom- 
municate, long since under anathema. No 
one can lawfully give you fire, water, food, 
clothing, shelter, yet you manage to go 
among people of the church, and lie in wait 
to work mischief. Whence have you come? 
From fraud and cunning, and the ruin of 
peaceful families and of private friendships, 
disasters which appear too great to be traced 
to such as you. Whither are you going ? 
Is it not upon the same errands, to breed 
suspicion, to practice violence ? What brings 
you here f^ said the priest, stamping his foot, 
and fixing on him an eye whose beam was 
like the flashing of a sword cherubic. 

Salander quailed. 

" Oh, dear me !" said he in a flattened 
voice, ''it appears to me that I never have 
received such a severe rebuke before." 

"That," continued the priest, dashing at 
his feet a purse containing a few coins of 
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gold, '^ is trash. My reputation is dear to 
me." 

'^ It is not trash !" said the little imp, 
snatching up the purse, and running as fast 
as his legs could carry him. He never stop- 
ped until he was a league off, when turning 
round and seeing no one, he said to himself 
panting, " the wicked flee when no man 
pursueth." I can quote scripture, if I can't 
preach. A good text for the next sermon ! 
Now let me see if I can find some other 
man who counts the stuff called reputation 
dearer than his gold. I would as leave dis- 
cover him as any mine in Peru. We often 
hear of reputation which is as dear as life. 
That is a mere figure, or flourish of rhetoric, 
but it isn't true. "All which a man has will 
he give for his life" — That's as trile as Holy 
Writ. Well has it been said, " Get money 
in your purse." That's good advice. I will 
do it, William ! I will do it, sweet bard ! — 
When I had no money, I still had power, 
but I had to torture my brains to get out oi 
prison ; and my influence was somewhat 
limited. 
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A poor man never must be rash, 
I He bows the neck, he bends the knee, 

But only fill his purse with cash, 
! My priestly friend entitles trash, 

And none so grand as he. 

j I manufactured that verse upon the spur of 

{ the moment, and without a moment's reflec- 

I tion, Whatever comes from me is unheard 

} of and from my own brain. I believe that 

I am equally good at all kinds of fiction. 
To return to my subject, the want of money 
is the root of all evil ; such as nakedness, 
starvation, digging in dark mines, sweating 
in hot fields, living in hovels, feeding on 
crusts, and being overlooked, neglected and 
despised. Money is a great Divine ; it gives 
to the grossest sinners the reputation of be- 
ing pious ; a great Lawyer, because it has 
infinite persuasion ; a great Physician, be- 
cause it heals all ills which flesh is heir to ; 
a great Chemist, for it turns black into white; 
a great Engineer, for it removes obstructions 
and builds bridges ; a great Dancing Mas- 
ter, for it teaches all men to be polite. Some- 
times it is buried, but it has no brilliance 
when hidden in the avaricious earth. Dig 
it up, stamp it with an image, let it shine 
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through a silken net-work, and then you 
can say to all ferrymen, except to him who 
rows you ovei the Stygian pool, " Why art 
thou afraid^ thou carriest Caesar ?" Oh, it 
is the one thing needful. Give me a coach- 
and-four, with the Devil for an outrider, and 
I will drive through Christendom on a spank- 
ing gallop to the admiration of all mankind." 

After this oration, Salander proceeded to 
act accordingly, and by dint of robbery hav- 
ing got the necessary wealth, he resolved to 
assume the garb of a gentleman, and prose- 
cute his travels through the interior of the 
country. 

"The mind must have objects to feed 
upon. I will traverse Europe, ^sia, Africa, 
and America, where I am sure to find those 
who know me ; my manners are fascina- 
ting, although my body is deformed." 

The first thing which he did, therefore, 
was to provide a handsome equipage, not 
too glaring, lest people should say that he 
was only a tradesman who had become rich. 
The arms upon his panels were — Quarterly, 
first sable, a Vulture with wings indorsed, 
proper ; second gules, a serpent or ; third 
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argent gutte-de-saDg ; fourth azure, a hand 
grasping a dagger ; over all a bend sinister 
gules. Crest, a Vampire proper with wings 
expanded. Motto, sanguis est mea vita. 
The livery of his coachman, Jocke, was 
grassy-green and jaundice-yellow, and his 
tiger. Ruin, who brought up the rear, was 
invested with the same. Arriving first at 
the little Duchy of Sraaltalk, where he in- 
tended to make some stay, he assumed the 
character of a wealthy nobleman, and took 
the name of the Marquis of Skandal. He 
carried with him forged* letters, which re- 
commended him as an accomplished gentle- 
man who traveled to strengthen his consti- 
tution and to improve his knowledge. His 
approach created great excitement, as the 
neighborhood wa^ remote. Not one word 
did you hear about his deformed appearance 
which was disguised as much as could be 
by a courtly dress. The greatest delicacy 
and forbearance were exercised on that 
point. Hats were lifted wherever he went, 
all eyes were directed at him, and admira- 
tion was lavished upon his equipage. The 
only question now eagerly asked among the 
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people of quality was, " Pray tell me, hare 
you seen the Marquis of Skandal ? They 
say that he is immensely wealthy ?" He 
was quickly visited by the Duke of Badwun- 
Badwun. who reported favorably, and all 
the gentlefolks soon followed. The Marquis 
was overcome by attentions. Mothers even 
began to think of him as a match for their 
daughters, who indeed from their earliest 
sucklement had been taught that an estab- 
lishment is all which can make life happy. 
He soon ingratiated himself with the family 
of Lady Harkwell^ where he almost lived, 
and made himself an agreeable guest. His 
grotesque motions, as he stepped about to 
show off the airs of a polite courtier, were 
not noticed, or were accounted as the perfec- 
tion of grace. Sometimes his sword would 
get between his legs, and he was nearly 
thrown. Nothing, however, could exceed 
the sauce and piquancy of his conversation, 
which embraced a wide range, and touched 
upon every character of any note in Europe. 
Of public and private matters he seemed to 
have an equal knowledge. When he began 
to talk all listened with the profoundest at- 



/ 



I 

THE DRAGON. 223 

tention,and those who accounted themselves 
good judges, declared that his colloquial 
powers were of the very highest order. His 
fund of anecdote and quickness at repartee 
were remarkable, so that he kept the table 
in a roar. He played draughts with the 
children, and was an excellent hand at chess. 
He could play with two adversaries at once, 
and beat them both. His move was instan- 
taneous, and you heard nothing during the 
whole game, but " check ! check ! check !" 
Great was his knowledge of cards, and he 
won money, till Lord Harkwell and some- 
times the Duke of Badwun-Badwun laugh- 
ed outright, for they were exhausted of all 
their ready change, and the bank was bro- 
ken. Then he would saunter to the piano, 
and place his foul mouth close to Lady 

Harkwell's ear the Uttle toad ! One day 

they got up a fox hunt for his amusement, 
when he was far in advance of all the com- 
pany hard after the hounds. They scoured 
the country for miles, leaping walls and 
fences with the audacity of huntsmen, from 
Neck-Nothing Hall. " I wonder," thought 
he, as he lashed his steed, *' whether the 
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spiritfl of martyrs leTtsit their tombs, or 
' memories,' as they were sometimes called !" 
With that he leaped a high feiice, and led 
the company, dogs and men, into a thickly- 
peopled grave-yard, where they trampled 
upon and did indignant insult to the graves 
of the good Baron and those who slept by , 
his side. Indeed, Lord Harlcwetl's courser 
cracked his shins so desperately against the 
tomb-sioties, that he was obliged to dismount, 
and the Marquis politely dismounted with 
him. There they siiolled, leaving the rest 
of the party to go after tlie fox, one of whom 
broke his neck and was unable to be present 
at the great dinner next week. 

" A romantic spot !"' said the Marquis, 
breaking off at the root a slender willow, 
planted on a child's grave, "but what o 
mawkish taste is displayed in such places 1 
'Mother's Little Lamb!' Mother^s little 
noisy, squalling, troublesome brat more pro- 
bably I 

BEHE LYES T* BODT 

JOHN MEANWELL. 

May ht rrgt in •ptace. 
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Bad fellow ! He's in Tophet He's got the 
fee simple of a nook in Flame-Land, I im- 
agine. He was a great liar. All liars shall 
have their part in the lake which burns with 
fire and brimstone." 

" Oh, horrible !" said Lord Hark well. 

" Here's a man," proceeded the other, 
''whose name is down in history as a great 
general, and this handsome monument has 
been erected by the vanity of his heirs. It 
is literally chiselled from apex down to 
sculpsii with downright lies. A greater 
coward never trembled in regimentals. He 
wore a pewter plate over his heart and liver, 
and was the first to cry in any real clanger, 
' Everyman for himself and God for us all.' 
He made more use of legs than arms, and 
greater havoc in the poultry yard than in 
the battle field. I discovered an old MS. 
in my father's library, which ihcontestibly 
proves that he was never present in the en- 
gagements for which he has obtained the 
most renown." 

" Have a care," said Lord HarkweU, " if 
my ancestor had no bravery, perhaps some 
of his posterity have." 
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" I ask your pardon," said the Marquis. 
"Here's another of your mawkish tomb- 
stones, written by some sentimental stingy- 
bones who wanted to save the expense of 
an inscription : 

MY MOTHER. 

My great-great grandmother ! Now only do 
look at the nonsensical doggerel which is to 
be foimd in this place to make |)eople laugh. 
What a horrid sacrilege to write such noa- 
sense verses on the dead ! Better that it 
should not be known that they had lived, 
than that such effusions should inform the 
laughing beholder that they are no more. I 
think it probable that on this very account 
I have shaken my sides more in grave-yards 
than any where else ; and besides, if 1 want- 
ed to be a poet I should not make a stone- 
cutter my publisher. Tbe desire of scrib- 
bling is so universal and to such hard straits 
SLr6 poets driven to live because other people 
are dead. My Lord, the thought has struck 
me that it is a pitiable weakness of our na- 
ture to bury bodies in the ground, as if they 
could not be of any farther use, and I think 
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that every medical college in the country 
will agree with xr^. Some of these days I 
mean to have an aviary of vultures, and send 
them out to share the plunder with the dog, 
the jackal, the vampire, and the carrion- 
crow, while I look over the pickets to see the 
fight. Here's a very handsome shaft," said 
the Marquis, picking up a sharp flint-stone, 
and defacing the letters — " She healed the 
hearts of the sorrowful, <fec." 

*• Fie ! fie !" exclaimed his lordship, ar- 
resting his arm, " don't do it, Marquis, Do 
let the dead alone. I shall have the whole 
neighborhood about my ears." 

They now tied their horses to a cypress 
tree, leaving them to browse on a few graves 
and went to the house of a poor man to get 
some wine. While he was gone upon this 
errand, a pet deer belonging to a lady who 
lived hard by, frightened by the hounds,rau 
into the house, and placed its head for pro- 
tection on Lord Harkwell's shoulder. Trem- 
bling in every limb and panting, it looked 
with a soft, supplicating eye, 

" Oh, dear !" said the Marquis, ** here's 
lucJs to be sure. That's pitiful ! that's pa- 
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thetic ! This is likely to tiira out a deer 
hunt." So his lordship put his arm about 
the animal's neck, while the Marquis cut its 
throat. 

"You have done great outrage in my 
house," said the poor man, dashing the gob- 
let into fragments and mixing his wine with 
the bloody pool, " that poor thing is known 
in all the neighborhood. I would not have 
had the deed done for the best grapes I have. 
It is downright murder." 

" Let us take the venison and go," said 
the other, pulling the deer over his shoulder. 

The Marquis was very fond of the chil- 
dren, and took great delight in teaching the 
eldest small-sword exercise. "Now," says 
he, '* young man, keep your eye fixed on 
mine. • Watch mine. Never regard the shi • 
ning blade ; look right straight into the 
balls of my eyes, like a man : see how they 
move — see how they move: from right to 
left, then forward, like shuttlecocks. They 
indicate the intent, which will be baf&ed by 
a single turn*of your wrist. Act on the ncgr 
ative, stand on the defensive as long as you 
possibly can ; and you can do it with little 
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exertion except an active eye, an active will, 
for a long time. Keep your posi lion— stand 
firm, firm as a rock in the Archipelago. 
Make a false attack now and then — to your 
right — to your left — defend your own — but 
use the muscles of your wrist, only moving 
an inch, and turning your adversary's blade 
at least a fouL off (soat the mask. I dispense 
altogether with your technical words which 
relate to this science, in which I am self- 
inslructed. Afior a while, your adversary 
begins to think that you are in desperate 
fear of him, and that you are wholly intent 
in warding off his attacks. Humor him in 
this notion until his mind becomes besolled ; 
but mark me ! when yon are ready for your 
lunge, let it be done neatly. Don't sully 
your fine-tempered steel with his gall, but 
clip his heart In two, dividing the lobes with 
a smooth cut, smooth as the walls of a pol- 
ished diamond; so that when you come to 
wipe off your blade on the clean grass, you 
will know by the richness of the gore, that 
it is real heart's blood." 

Erudite instructions, surely, for a young 
man nineteen years of age 1 
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Salander noticed that the youngest boy 
had a fondness for cutting and carving 
witli a pen-knife, and he facetiously called 
him tlie Count Von Whittlen. " Come here, 
my little man," he said, (for he was himself 
a universal genius,) and he drew a dirk- 
knife from his pocket, and carved a figure 
with the point of it out of soft chalk. It 
was the representation of a sorrowful, hag- 
gard old man, bending over a little tumulus, 
which he told the child signified the grave 
of the old man's hopes. In one corner, on 
the base of the monument, he had scratch* 
ed — ^Salandkr fecit, "Now, would you 
like to hear a pretty story all about the old 
man — all about the old man ?" 

"Yes,*' said the boy, hugging him around 
the neck, for children are full of romance, 
and when they are interested with narra- 
tion, think little of the narrator. They dis- 
regard appearances Yes, they are all for 
romantic fiction, until they come to dip their 
pitchers into the bitter streams of reality. 
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" /^NCE upon a time," began the Marquis, 
\J who wished to awaken a passion for 
story-telling in the child, "in the reign of good 
King Diabolus, who was very mighty, there 
lived an aged man who used to be as rich as 
Croesus. He had been a merchant. Mer- 
chants, you know, grow very rich, so rich, that 
they live like princes. They have a great 
many ships, and they go a trading to the ends 
of the earth : — to the Czar of Muscovy, to the 
King of Madagascar, to the Imaun of Mus- 
cat, to the Shah of Persia, to the Sultan of 
Egypt, to the Prince of the Fegees, to the 
King of the Cannibal Islands, and to the 
Sachem of the Montauks, and so round to 
the dueen of the Antilles ; and they get all 
manner of precious things and inconceivably 
rare jewels. This merchant had a great 
many magnificent caskets made of rubies, 
and he had amber (oh, amber is precious ! 
here is a piece with a fly's body in it ; you 
can see through it ;) and he had gems, and he 
had store-houses filled up to the rafters with 
fine silks, and shawls, and peacocks' feathers, 
when in one night a srreat fire came and 
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burned all up. Now I am going to tell you 
a part of his story, hitherto unknown. Hush ! 
I wonder if these walls have ears 7 Well, we 
will suppose that they have no ears. Open 
yours wide, my little man. It was not a 
stray spark which burnt up all those fine 
things— not at all : hush !— but a torch held 
in the hand of a man who went by midnight 
out of a duke's house. The duke said to him, 
♦ Do your work well, and when the flames 
make good headway, rush in and help your- 
self. You are poor, and that man is far too 
rich.' So he went creeping, creeping, crawl- 
ing, as softly as a kitten, under the wall, 
with his torch in his hand ; and as soon as 
all the rest of the world was fast asleep, 
applied it to the light things ; and when he 
saw the flames crawl up to the eaves, and 
at last ready to clasp the building in their 
embrace, he cried out, with a mighty voice, 
'Fire!— fire!— fire!' The citizens of the 
great city came together, but the flames 
mocked them, and put out their red tongues 
in scorn. Now, when the old man went to 
look on all this ruin, he did not shed a sin- 
gle tear. He smiled and said, ' Riches take 
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to themselves wings, and fly away. I have 
enough left. I have that which the world 
can never take away,' With that he retired 
to his castle among the clouds, where be 
thought that he would live above the world, 
and where nothing would disturb him. It 
was the most beautiful castle which the eye 
ever gazed on ; and it was so high up !"-« 
high as eagle's nest — high as Cloud Land, 
where the thunder is, my boy ! and it was 
like the driven snow for whiteness ! It flash- 
ed in the sunlight, and looked in the moon- 
beams like a habitation of the Genii. You 
should have seen it when its banners were 
hung out, and when the trumpets sounded. :. 

"Now, King Diabolus, like other monarchsj 
was fond of going about his dominions in 
disguise. He visited the cottages of the poor 
and palaces of the rich, to find out what his 
subjects said of him. One day he arrives 
at this fine mansion, where the roaster of 
the house speaks in the most disrespectful 
terms of him to his very face. 

" * Ho ! ho !' said he to himself, * here is 
one who is so high up that he does not 
acknowledge my authority. I will destroy. 
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him.^ With that, the king bids him good 
day, and goes down the mountain. In a 
short time he calls in his prime minister, the 
very duke whom I was telling you about, 
and tells him that he must tear down that 
old man's house, that there shall not be left 
one stone upon another ; and, in order that 
he may succeed in his attempt, puts at his 
command certain evil Genii, whose deformed 
looks would strike terror into the stoutest 
heart. 

''The duke was well pleased with the 
command of King Diabolus, and forthwith 
puts the whole matter into the hands of his 
captain-general, who promised to do his part 
well. When the old man saw a large army 
coming against him, and a fire-breathing 
dragon in the midst, he could scarcely be- 
lieve his eyes. Oh, you« should have seen 
the dragon ! He had great wings, he was 
covered with scales, and his tail was coiled 
like a serpent, and the best warriors were 
afraid to go against him. It is no wonder 
that their hearts sank with fear, and that 
they could not draw their swords and fight 
like men, so (hat they were nearly all slaugh-* 
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■iered. This teaches how wrong it is to rebel 
against so great a king as King Diabolus, 
-who binds his slaves in fetters, and who has 
a deep dungeon in the heart of the earth." 

^*And did he make a slave of the old 
man ?" whispered the child, mysteriously. 

" No ; but he was killed in battle, and put 
in the pit-hole, and some of these days we 
will go and see where his grave is. That's 
what I was thinking of, dear ; and wouldn't 
this make a very pretty tombstone 1 That's 
all." 

" Tell me another," said the child, whis- 
pering, and hugging him. 

"Oh, no," said Salander, who could not 
think of any thing more at present; "at 
some other time. How would you like to 
have a little pony whose name is Draco ?" 

" And can he go fast ?" 

** Yes, he flies ; but his keeping would ruin 
your papa. He snuffs ether, and when he 
is put in the stable, he must have a gallon 
of blood a day." 

"Ha! ha! ha! what a funny man you 
are !" said the little boy, leaping off his lap, 
and he went to show the image to his mama. 
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^ Mama ! roama ! mama !" said be, run- 
ning to the great staircase, '^ come down and 
see the grave of the old man^s hopes ! The 
Marquis did it i Mama I mama ! the Mar- 
quis says I may have a little pony !" 

" lam afraid thai the Marquis will ruin 
you, wy dear /" 

But I must not omit that great dinner- 
party which was given to the Marquis. It 
was the matter of much debate how to make 
up the company, for entertainments are 
always perplexing things, it is so hard to 
assort and sift the guests, which entails infi- 
nitely more perplexity than to serve up an 
elegant board. After a good deal of dispute, 
the following distinguished guests were se- 
lected : the Duke of Badwun-Badwun, Lady 
Viletongue, Lady Talkaway, Lord Slurr, 
Sir Mischievous I>emijohn, Miss Sparkle, 
Sir Peter Ratsbane, Madame Vinegar-Cruet, 
and Lord Slashaway. And they all came 
dashing up in their carriages, and in a few 
minutes the Marquis was among the com- 
pany, with a good appetite, and rubbing his 
hands with glee. The conversation was so 
brilliant and sparkling after dinner, that the 
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ladies refused to retire, and kept their seats, 
when, in the midst of immense drinking and 
passing of the bottle, there were served up 
such witty repartees, such equivocal double^ 
entendreSy such rare anecdotes, and such 
spicy details of personal reminiscedces, as 
could not be collected in all the gossiping 
letter-writers of Christendom. Laughs were 
abundant, and blushes rare. It was indeed 
an intellectual repast of the very richest kind. 
The Marquis outdid himself, and poured out 
in one breath such a voluminous torrent of 
abusive conversation, that Lord Harkwell 
slammed his fist upon the table till all the 
glasses leaped up, and, bursting into a fit of 
laughter, exclaimed — 

" Upon my word and honor, I have neyer j- 

listened to such a steady stream of contumely, 
in all my days I Take another glass of 
wine, Marquis !" 

"I will," squeaked he, for he was now 
maudlin. '^ Rise, gentlemen. Here's to the 
memory of our ancestor the General, who 
ran away in the battle of Killemoff." What 
followed, needs not to be described. That 
night the town of Smaltok was left disdocv* 
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consolate, and the Marquis, with his splen- 
did equipage, had disappeared. 

It becomes me to say, at this stage of our 
history, that a few respectable persons in the 
place had steadily refused to recognize the 
credentials of the Marquis of Sicandal. They 
neither admired his looks, nor were they 
taken with his manners, although he had 
the outward show of wealth ; but, hke the 
publican of Deepswig, and like the priest of 
Muchlove, they gave him the cold shoulder, 
or turned him out of doors. Happy homes ! — 
Secure enclosures ! whose blossoming hedge 
kept out the bad, and whose gardens contain- 
ed no roots of bitterness. Your inmates 
sipped the dew and honey of domestic peace. 

Now I must turn again to that poor soul, 
the jailer of the Hartz Prison, who had to 
suffer so grievously for an act which accord- 
ing to the common codes of society, would 
not be considered criminal — the reception of 
a chance guest. He would not have been 
made conscious of his error, except be had 
owed allegiance to so severe a lord. Crimes 
are only felt to be such from the penalty ; 
and " he who does evil by the hands of ano- 
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ther/' says an old saw, "is guilty himself." 
When Goodnaim could yet obtain no peace, 
it occurred to him that his wife had been a 
partaker of his error, and still instigated him 
to rebel ; that her heart was as hard as the 
nether mill-stone; and until she acknow- 
ledged allegiance, that all happiness was at 
an end. A man who does not bring his 
family to the same altar, lives in a house 
which is divided against itself. The health 
of the poor jailer was so seriously affected, 
that his wife, who began to show a little 
aflection, and who feared to be left a widow 
at her time of life, proposed to send imme- 
diately for the same leech who was wont to 
attend her when she was attacked with fits, 
or to recover her from faintness. 

" Alas !" said her husband, " I fear that no 
physician can repair the damages of Salan- 
der. My constitution has received a shock." 

"You make too much of little things," 
said she, for her moral perception was not 
very keen. " Let us hear no more of the 
little wretch. You are not going to die ; 
your appetite remains too good. Go and 
drink the sulphur springs at Smaltalk, ^nd 
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get out of the way of Conscienza, and you 
will be cured." 

" That is the very thing which I would re- 
commend," said the physician. '* Your ner- 
vous system is out of repair, your blood wants 
cleansing, so that your complexion may have 
the ruddy hue of health, instead of pimples 
and sallowness. Go, sir ; the journey will do 
more for you than all the Materia Medica." 

As Goodman had not much happiness at 
home, he made the plea of health -and ad- 
vice of his physician an excuse for absence, 
although he could ill afford the jaunt. He 
traveled by easy stages to the town of Smal- 
talk. The whole region is impregnated 
with sulphur, and, after you have been 
there a little while, the very money in your 
pockets becomes rusted. The springs emit 
the most horrible, nauseous stench, and it is 
only after conskierable practice that you can 
get the waters down your throat, without 
holding your nose. But, after a time, one 
becomes fond of the streams of Smaltalk ; 
though they smell bad, they are very spark- 
Ung, and their effect is exhilarating. . Arri- 
ving in the vicinity at mid-day, and feeling 



!■«««•■ 



THE DEAOON. 241 

very faint, he knocked at a porter's lodge, 
and respectfully asked for a glass of vin ar^ 
dinaire. 

" Vin ordinairey indeed !'^ said the old roan 
who answered his appeal; ''we could not 
furnish you even with a glass of water. The 
buckets are out of order. Look out of this 
window, if you want to see a scene of con- 
fusion." Sure enough, on casting his eye 
thither, he saw the furniture of a handsome 
mansion strewed on the ground. 

" What is the matter ?" said he. 

*' You must be a stranger in these parts," 
replied the porter. ''My lord has left his 
premises in disgust, sold his furniture, and 
gone to foreign parts ; and my Lady Hark- 
well has eloped with the Marquis of Skan- 
dal." , 

" Marquis of Fiddlestick !" said the jaii^, 
in a pet, turning upon his heel — "can I fitid 
good luck no where ? I must look for sonie 
house of entertainment." He had not ad- 
vanced far, when he saw two gentlemen 
fighting with small-swords, and it was all 
about a garden wall. He was so horrified 
at the sight, that he was unable to move 
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from the position where he was. His hair 
stood on end, and his tongue clave to the 
roof of his mouth. Presently, after a va- 
riety of manoeuvres, he saw the hilt of the 
blade pressed hard by one of the combatants, 
at arm's length, close against the adversary's 
side. The body slid backward, a limber, 
lifeless mass, upon the ground, while the 
survivor let fall his sword, and fled precipi- 
tately into the woods. Goodman, in the 
benevolence of his disposition, ran to the 
spot, picked up the dripping blade, lifted the 
mantle from the face of the fallen man, 
when, to his astonishment, he discovered the 
features which he could not well forget. 
They were those of the young man, the 
Baron's kinsman, who had inflicted on him 
such a sound drubbing by the way. He was 
the victim of the animosity and superior skill 
of the young Lord Harkwell. While Good- 
man held the sword, which distilled drops of 
blood on his sandals, an alarm was spread ; 
he was arrested, and cast into prison. The 
jailer was himself in jail ! The whole of 
that neighborhood had for a long time been 
in a state of turmoil, for^ the Marquis had 
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gone thither with the express intent to cut 
up his diabolic capers. He had poisoned the 
springs from which gushed health, and had 
sowed noxious seeds in the gardens. He 
had indeed set ihe neighbors all quarreling. 

" M3^health is likely to be improved," said 
Goodman, with a grim smile, as he looked 
around upon the damp and unwholesome 
walls of the prison. " If I am not guilty of 
the crime of murder, I am at least likely to 
be hanged. Both at home and abroad I am 
set upon by evil spirits, and if this persecu- 
tion is to continue, the sooner I am out of 
misery the better : if I am to be thus tyran- 
nized over by Conscienza, beaten on the 
high- way, cast into prison, and tortured by 
that black messenger. Remorse. Oh, Re- 
morse ! Remorse ! come not to visit me in 
this dark solitude, to be the jailer's jailer, 
and to smite this sick body laden with 
chains !" 

Silently and sullenly the night closed in, 
consigning him to darkness and despondency. 
The glare of torches on the prison-walls, the 
surges of the angry multitude who howled 
without, and tried to force the iron gates, 
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the confused din of many voices, the roll of 
drums, the tolling of the hours and winds 
of night, filled him with dread. All of a 
sudden, toward the middle watch, he heard 
his name called. He thought that it was 
the executioner, who had come to wMrn him 
to be ready by the dawn of day ; but the 
iron bolts remained undrawn, the cell was 
vacant. It was not the voice of those whom 
he most dreaded, of which he knew the 
sound so well. Yet it was a familiar ac- 
cent, it was one which he had heard before ; 
it was borne to him fitfully every time that 
the wind sighed — 

"GOODMAN! GOODMAN!" 

"Who calls?" he said, faintly; and, with 
knees trembling, with chains clanking about 
his limbs, he groped around the chamber, 
but could find no living thing. Then he 
placed his hand upon his brow ; he thought 
that he dreamed, or that it might be a spir- 
it's voice like that which he had sometimes 
heard in Lonelimusen. Down sank he on 
his pallet, and again he listened with such 
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a sharpened ear as guilt or terror often lend. 
Twelve pealed from the belfry tower ; and, 
when the sounds died in the night air, he 
heard the din of distant rioters retiring to 
their homes. The world slept. " Torments 
of hell !" he exclaimed, groaning heavily — 
" what is it ?" 

" Oh, Goodman ! Goodman !" — There was 
something even plaintive in the voice. The 
jailer sprang from his couch, and walked to 
the grated window as far as the chain fast- 
ened to his ancle would permit ; when he 
saw, for the first time^ a black object, like a 
monstrous bat, clinging to the iron bars, 
while two eyes, glittering and bottle-green, 
stared him in the face. 

"Don't you know me, Goodman? It is 
only Salander. And aren't you hungry? 
See ! I have brought you some food for sup- 
per, to cheer your spirits while the gallows 
is erecting. Don't you hear the sound of 
hammers ?" and he thrust some miserable 
garbage into the celL 

"Have you come hither to torment me, 
demon ?" said the jailer. 

" I have come to tell you not to groan so 
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loudly, and disturb the other prisoners in the 
cells. I have come,'- said he, -with a con- 
vulsive, gurgling laugh, "to fasten my- 
self UPON YOU !" and, with a spasmodic 
movement, he thrust his skinny arms through 
the iron grates, and catching the jailer around 
the neck with the ferocity of a tiger, almost 
strangled him on the spot. "Accept my 
gratitude for your attentions to me in the 
Hartz Prison, and for chaining me to the 
andiron !" In one moment more, the pris- 
oner would have fallen on the floor a black- 
ened corpse, when suddenly a cry from with- 
out ! 

"What ho ! who goes there?" 

"It is the sentry," exclaimed Salander, 
unclutching his grasp. " Goodman, 1 shall 
be compelled to leave you in your extremity. 
My best wishes for Mrs. Goodman, who was 
so kind." 

He drew a silver whistle, and blew aehrill 
blast, when the whole cell became more 
dark ; the jailer heard a rushing sound, and 
felt the fanning of immense wings. "1 am 
off," said the necromancer, "for the realms 
of night." 
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Leaping upon the Dragon's huge back, 
he arose, with a heavy fluttering, above the 
prison walls, right up toward the crescent 
moon. The moon, which had just burst 
from a cloud, revealed the strange sight, 
when a loud explosion reverberated through 
all the cells and corridors of the prison. 
The sentinel had perceived the object ; he 
had leveled his arquebuse, and aimed a fatal 
shot. The steed and his rider reeled in the 
middle air, then round and round and round 
the black mass came with slow descent, and 
fell with a heavy sound into the black waves 
of the moat which rolled over them. 

" And is he gone ?" said the jailer, " is he 
gone ? I will tell it to Conscienza that Sa- 
lander is no more." 

" Yes," answered a soft voice, as he sank 
down to sleep, '* but an unbaptized, unholy 
progeny live after him." 

Scarce had the morning dawned, when 
the bolts of the prison cell were drawn, the 
door thrown wide open, the jailer's manacles 
were taken off, and he was set at liberty. 
But the young Lord Harkwell was brought 
there to be imprisoned in his stead. 
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" I am the victim of that impostor,*' said 
the latter, " who calls himself the Marquis ; 
without whose agency I should never have 
quarrelled with my friend." And he drew 
a small dirk and stabbed himself to the 
heart. 

With mournful face (he jailer now retraced 
his steps to the Hartz Prison, and he resolved 
to go no more abroad, but to die as man- 
fully as he could. When he reached home, 
he found his wife greatly convulsed and in 
tears. 

" It is on my account," she said, " that 
trouble still follows us. I have acknowledged 
my error, and I have solemnly promised that 
we will never more admit into these doors 
another vile Salander. For his acts we 
have been held responsible." 

"My dear," said the jailer, "wherever 
I have gone, I have crossed his path, which 
is tracked with blood and ruin. He has 
done more than to accomplish his immediate 
object, to tear down the beautiful Alabaster 
Palace, and to bring its inmates to the 
grave." 

"That teaches you," said the still small 
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voice of Conscienza, 'Uo have a stricter 
watch over the Hartz Prison, and not to let 
its wicked guests go forth into the world. 
The evil which they do, lives after them. 
No eye but an angel's can describe the cir- 
cumference where it stops." 

** Oh, my Lord, my Lord," said Goodman, 
"what I have done occasions all this bitter- « 
ness. Is there any duty in my case which 
remains undone? If tears are worth any 
thing, I have more ; or if groans, my bosom 
is full of them." 

The answer returned was, " Are you sorry 
for the past, and will you do differently for 
the future?" 

Goodman replied, " I am sorry for the past, 
and so help me God, I will amend my life 
for the future !" As he said this, a pale 
beam of light struggled through the clouds ; 
a very pale beam, at first white, afterward 
ruddy, and in the reflection of it the Lord of 
Conscienza smiled very pleasantly. Good- 
man wept. 

" Something remains for you to do," said 
the former, resuming his stern look. 

"Then," said the other, "I fear I cannot 
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do it. I have accomplished no task which 
you have set for me." 

" You can do it," said Conscienza, " and 
you must In this effort you will be suo 
cessful. Ask God to forgive you. By injuring 
your fellow-men, you have offended Him." 

The jailer fell upon his knees, clas|)ed his 
hands, and prayed. From that moment 
the clouds which lowered above his house 
were rifted by a beam of brilliant sunshine, 
and the spirit of the scene was changed. 
Brotherly love was now the ruling passion 
of his heart. The grated windows were 
torn away from the Hartz Prison, which 
became a castle purged and cleansed of 
every stain ; and although some sacred 
things were entrusted to it, the ghost of 
Evelthots had forsaken it forever ; while as 
his days passed swiftly and the shades of 
night came down, Hope like the Evening 
Star, rose up in the sky with a tremulous 
and serene lustre. 
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PVam tie New-York Observer. 

Salandek and thr Pbagok. — Be not gtartled bj this 
head-line. It ia only the title of a book, and tluit an 
allegory, by the Bey. Mr. Shelton, of Huntington, L. I., 
a deigyman of the Bpiwx^Mil Church. 

Balander is a monster, bom of Envy, and his name, 
without cover, is Sander. Hideous and hateful, his own 
ikther is not willing to keep him, but commits him to 
the custody of another called Ooodman, the jailor of the 
Hartz Prison. The struggle of Salander to get out, the 
food that he is fed on while in this prison of the Heart , 
the command of Lord Conscienza. that he shall be kept 
confined, and no one shall know of his existence ; how 
the jailor finally tells his wife that he has this monster, 
and she insists on seeing him, and promises never to 
mention his existence to any one, and keeps her promise 
for a whole week or so, and then hints it to Mrs. Snapit, 
and she to Mrs. Tattleby, and she to Mrs. Blab, and she 
to Mrs. Watovit, and so on till all the neighbors came to 
see the monster, and how he was finally let loose ;— all 
this, and more, is painted with exccedhig skill. Salan- 
der, onee at liberty, goes forth to work mischief. He 
plots the ruin of the castle Gudnaim, and robs Stella, 
the wife of the baron, of a priceless jewel which she 
wore, more precious than any gem which ever adorned 
the casket of an empress ; and when she was robbed, 
she pined away and died, and a pure and beautiful shaft 
was erected to her memory by her faithful husband, 
with this inscription—" She healed the hearts of the 
sorrowful while living, and broke them when she died." 
And by and by the castle is sun'ounded by a host of 
enemies, Malice and Backbite and others, led on by 
Salander ; and at last the baron is slaio, and Qudnaim 
razed to the ground. The jailor who let Salander out of 
prison, is arrested by Conscienza, whom he contrived to 
put to sleep for a while j but at length being roused, the 
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Lord smites the jailor, who confesses his g^ailt, and tries 
to make some amends for what he has done. He goes to 
the ruins of castle Gudnaim, but he cannot find Stella's 
jewel which Salander stole away ; nor can he rear again 
the ruins of the castle ; but he asks where are the baron 
and his beautiful wife 1 he will humble himself to them ; 
and he is led into the grave-yard, and is told, they are 
here ! Conscienza seizes him, and gives him into the 
hands of a dark fiend named Reinorse, who scurges him 
to the very verge of life, when he is told to go to God 
for pardon ; and by repentance he seeks and finds peace. 
This is a scant and unfair outline of the allegory, which 
may be read and re-read with profit. 

It is a sermon that ought to be preached everywhere. 
It has a great truth in it. Who does not know iti— 
Happy is he who has not felt the bitterness of the mis- 
chief which this infernal imp is working in the world. 
And if Mr. Shelton had done nothing else than to write 
this book, he would have lived to good purpose. We 
think the story will be read when he ceases to be heard. 
— IreiuEus, 

FVom 7%e Presbyterian. 

A volume, small and quaint, but very clever ; and we 
have read it, every line of it, at a sitting too, and take 
the pen in hand to suggest to the reader of this that he 
go and do likewise. Startled he wiU be at the title, 
" Salander and the Dragon," but the first page will re- 
veal the story as an allegory, of which the great master 
of that species of writing need not be ashamed. 

JV«m T%e Independent {NeioYork.') 

Since the days of John Bunyan there has not been 
given to the Christian world so beautifVil an allegory as 
this. Its designis to exhibit the pernicious e&cts of 
slander, and surely no one can contemplate this odious 
offspring of the depraved heart as it appears in this fan- 
ciful sketch without abhorring and despising the Veality. 
The names of the several characters are significantly 
chosen, and the grouping is managed with a fine artistic 
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effect. The style comports with that chaste sSmplici^ 
which should characterize an allegory, in which the veil 
should not he so elaborately and closely woven as to 
hide the modest mien of truth beneath. 

Prom tke Boston Weekly Museum, 

This romance is in the style of an allegory : Salander 
being another name for slander, and the Dragon being 
tbe winss on which slander flies unbidden through the 
air. Siuander is given to the care of the keeper of the 
Hartz Prison, with the command to retain him a pris- 
omer forever, with the secret that he has such a being 
under his care. After a little time, the prison-keeper 
lets his wife retain half of his secret, and she communi- 
cates it to a neighbor, and her neighbor also intimates 
that the keeper of the Hartz Prison has ap awful mon- 
siter in his possession. Curiosity fVom all quarters soon 
induced the prisoi^keeper to let loose Salander, who 
moxmted the bragon and flew away from Tungscnd. 

The destruction caused by Salander after his release, 
was terrible ; he robbed for the sake of robbing ; he 
was a thief, though he could never appropriate to him- 
^Hf the products of his thefts. Finally, the prison- 
keeper went forOi in search of Salander in the hope of 
arresting him, but he never coiUd succeed. The story 
is written in beautiful style, and illustrates the evil effects 
of slander in a masterly manner. 

FVom the Old Colony Memorial, Plymouth, Mass. 

This work, the production of a young clergyman of 
extraordinary parts, and of most rare humor, is destined 
to a wide p<mularity. It is written with great power, 
fteshness and piquam^, and is finely illustrated. The 
ol^ect had in view, by the author, is to exhibit the 
detestable vice of Slander in all its enormity ; and we 
trust the book will prove an instrument to do thorough 
execution among the hosts of culprits which infest 
•very comer of the land. 
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Prom The Dramng-Room Journal. 

It is not often, in this age of books, that one comes 
under ouf hand which we never " lay down until finish- 
ed." U is not often that we meet with one which we 
e&n ooQBcientiously recommend to our readers as thor- 
oughly, perfectly, and purely good ; but still more rarely 
do we meet with a work which, like this, adds to the 
child-like romantic interest of the story those deep-toned 
reflections which are condrmed by the sternest — at times 
saddest— practical philosophy of after life. "Salander* 
(or Slander) is an allegorical romance, "and intended"-? 
to quote from its exceedingly pithy preface — " to illus- 
trate the danger of uttering or lending an ear to the un- 
kind word or insinuation — a sin which may justly be 
esteemed as a root of bitterness, and fVom which, in 
some shape or other, none but those who are nearly 
angels are exempt." There is a quaint, erratic, singular 
tone in this work, which, coupled with the fairy-like 
purity of its artistic and poetic conceptions, will remind 
the reader at times of La Motte Fouque, and occasion- 
ally of Bunyan. It is a work whose perusal would ben- 
efit every one a littie — and most, we fear, greatly. The 
world is much in need of books like this. If there be 
such a dividing test in character as will distinguish the 
true lady or gentleman from the " sTwb" it certainly is 
one established by the presence or absence of a dispo- 
sition to tittle-tattle, slander, backbite, and encourage 
malicious or troublesome reports, either by spreading 
or listening to them. We remember, several years ago, 
to have heard it said of a fHend of ours, by one who 
knew him slightly, that he must be a gentleman, because 
he invariably turned away when anything was being 
said prejudicial to the interests or feelings of others. — 
With this sincere commendation, we take leave of Salan- 
der, trusting that all who have suffered from "They say 
so," will purchase it as a consolation, and that every 
lady who wants a good book to read will obtain it at 
once, and, after faithful perusal, send U to her neasl 
neighbor. 
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FVam the JMerary WorJ4. 

This stpiT— <An epilogae, which John Banyan might 
sppend to his "True History of Man-Soul,"— is, we 
Yentm^ to say, as profitable a sermon as its writer ever 
preached. Under coyer of a tale — the immediate object 
of which is the exposure of that current vice, Slander — 
we have a general yiew of human nature in its relations 
of self-control and allegiance — ^for it is one proof of the 
excellence of any fiction of this kind, that it exceeds its 
TMStensible limits, and impresses us with a wider sense of 
life. The position of Goodman to the Lord Gonscienza, 
is of this embracing character. Whether the reader's 
peculiar yice is slander or not, his bosom win be lanced 
by this preacher's moralities. They are conyeyed, too, 
fai a loymg spirit ; Truth beaming warlike and terrible, 
but Charity— the eyer accompanying gentleness — always 
•t her side. The Hartz prison has nothing to do with 
the Qerman forest of that name, farther than as the 
human heart is a wilderness or garden, as it may be, 
oyerrun by imp or kept by angels. To this human 
heart Scandal is admitted— through treason, of Parley 
the Porter— embodied in as loathsome and filthy a suc- 
gubus as was eyer engendered in a nightmare or crawled 
in the cdl of St. Anthony. But this corrupt object finds 
IHends and pleas for him ; and how he is entertained 
and fed, how he afflicts home, and how he gets abroad 
to neighbors, and how ho saps the strong fbundatfons 
of the fkir castle of Gudnaim, and how the princess of 
the house came to wither and die, that beautiful epitaph 
inscribed oyer her, — '* She healed the hearts of the sor- 
rowful, when Hying, and broke them when she died,"— 
all this, and more, is in the story. It is a close yiew oif 
the Proteus selfishness which yents itself in detraction. 
You see the unfriendliness of fViends, the falling off of 
the admirers of prosperity, the petty courses of the 
mean, the low-thoughted, and the malignant. Thero 
are quarters where this book should do g£od. 
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Prom the New-York Mirror. 

An allegory well worth reading. Its object is to illus- 
trate, in all its deformity, Slander — one of the worst 
and commonest of the social vices. It is written some- 
what in the good old Bunyan style — graphic, poetic, 
convincing. It will put all malicious gossips to their 
purgations, who can be induced to read it; and if a 
portion of the flmds of the American Tract, Bible, and 
Missionary Societies were expended in a cheap editicm 
of a million copies of so practical a book as this, the 
money would be put to good account. 

Prom ike New-York Evangelist, 

A verv ingenious use of the allegory, Xo illustrate the 
deformity and evil of Slander and Envy. The excellent 
lesson is more impressively set forth by this picturesque 
representation than by any didactic essay, and is much 
more attractive to the reader. The author evinces great 
skill in the management of the story, and steady pursuit 
of a high moral aim. 

BVom tne New- York Chnstian Advocate ^ Jowmal, 

I regard this volume as one of the most successfVil i^i- 
tempts at the Bunyan style of allegorical writing I have 
ever read. A copy came into my hands not long since, 
and was read with absorbing interest. I then put it 
into the hands of my oldest child, a girl some ten years 
of age, and found that it was read by her with equal 
avidity, and the characters and delineations well under- 
stood — a very good test, I judge, of the success of the 
author in the execution of the work. No one can read 
*' Saland^b/' without being struck at the unveiling of 
the true character and the disastrous consequences of 
Slander. It ought to find a place in every family. 

F^nm h4 Ckwrckmam. 

A most moving and veracious history of a little mon- 
ster ycleped SATiANntSE. who was forced upon the care 
of one CU)odman, the keeper of the Hartz Prison, and 
his wife Pryint ; and how they wore troubled with him 
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and told all their neighbors they had something fearfhl, 
tiU in self-defence they were obliged to produce him, 
and send him away ft-om the promontory of Tunglaud ; 
how the said Salander undermined the Castle Gooonaim, 
the abode of Wurthi, stole the gem fVom the brow of 
his wife Stella, whereat she died of grief, collected a 
rabble rout, and destroyed the castle and slew its master, 
and did many other wicked actions ; also, how the said 
Goodman, at the command of the Lord of Conscienza, 
did travel much by sea and land, and perform many 
penances to repair the evil he had done in letting loose 
the wicked Salander — ^but without success. The which 
history, being an allegory, doth teach us the sad effects 
of evil speaking, lying, and slandering ; and is written 
with much cunningncss of invention, abundance of wit, 
richness of imagination, and vividness of description, 
and may be profitably read by all, and especially by 
those who are apt in blowing bubbles from the promon- 
tory of Tungland aforesaid. 

Prom Arthwr^s Home Gazette. 

'' Salander and the Dragon, or, a Romance of the 
Hartz Prison," is the title of an ingenious and quaint 
moral allegory, by the Rev. F. W. Shelton. Its purpose is 
to illustrate the enormity of the vice of Slander : this 
is effected by a story, uniting a singular boldness of con- 
ception with great felicity of execution, and enchaining 
the attention of the reader no less by the romantic in- 
terest of the details than the nervous originality of the 
style. The moral tendency of this little volume is admi- 
rable. It places a salutary curb on the malicious and 
unruly tongue. Under the insinuating garb of an exci- 
ting narrative, it shows up the horrid deformity of the 
social vice, by which " at every word a reputation dies." 
It should be introduced into every village library, as a 
healthy tonic to the prevailing habits of conversation. 

FVom the New- York Globe. 

So few succeed in writing allegories, that we look upon 
each new attempt with distrust. We could not but feel 
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some prejudice as we took np the little volnme before 
us, but this was quickly dispelled. The story is most 
ingenious — the style beautiful — and- the moral lesson 
taught, of the most useflil character. Never was the 
detestable vice of Slander more truly portrayed. We 
see it going about as a loathsome, mis-shapen monster, 
which can assume any size or fbrm, carrying sorrow and 
desolation wherever it goes, and finally returning to curse 
the heart which permitted it to escape. We hope the 
book will find its way to every school library, and help 
to check village scandal. 

Prom the NetthYork Tribune. 

A tale in which the essential difficulties of the alle- 
gorical style are very happily overcome — a useful moral 
being enveloped in a quaint fable of more than common 
ingenuity and liveliness. The satire of the author is 
leveled at *' the detestable habit of detraction," which 
he has set forth In all its odious colors, without addixig 
a redeeming touch. 

Prom the Evening Post. 

This is a pretty conceit, effectively worked out. The 
object of it is to show the ill effects of calumny. It is 
an ingenious allegory, but has all the interest of a real 
narrative. The incidents are exciting, and the style 
unusually simple and beautiful. 

Prom the New- York Star. 

It is one of the most difficult things in the world to 
produce a moral or religious allegory, at once interest- 
mg as a story, and true and forcible in its application. 
We have warrant for this opinion in the fact, that while 
almost every other department of fiction abounds in 
fascinating and popular Works, there are few. very few 
allegories, that are worth reading. The moral allegorist 
has a double task. He must not only accurately per- 
sonify tiie virtues, vices, passions, and sentiments, the 
operation of which he proposes to illustrate, but he must 
give an actuality to his dramatis persona which shall 
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create an interest in their adventures apart from th|3 
moral lesson the work is intended fo convey. John 
^unyan succeeded in imparting this double interest to 
his '* Pilgrim's Progress," and nence the lasting popu- 
larity of that famous book. 

" Salander and the Dragon " is a moral allegory, 
and one of the best we ever read. We have rarely seen 
important truths more felicitously set forth, enforced, 
and applied, in this class of imaginative composition. 
The /»uthor states, in his modest preface, that the story 
is intended to illustrate the danger of uttering or lending 
an ear to unkind words or insinuations — a sin which 
may be justly esteemed as a "root of bitterness," and 
from which, only those who are a little below the angels 
are exempt. The plo^of the allegory is full of interest, 
the adventures and incidents are striking, and the char- 
acters of the vices and virtues that d^ire in its pages, 
are well drawn and well sustained. Truth in masque- 
rade can avail herself of weapons which would be inap- 
propriate in solemn discussion — and keen satire is on© 
of them which flashes effectually in " Salander and the 
Dragon." 

We commend this little work most heartily to parents 
as an excellent book for children. The whole tribe of 
gossips might ''mark, learn, and digest" its teaching 
with great advantage to themselves and their neighbors. 
Detraction produces an enormous amount of mischief. 
It prevails more or less among all classes and conditions 
of society ; and we grieve to say, that it too frequently 
BOWS dissension, and hatred, and sorrow, even in the 
bosom of the church. Seldom has this evil propensity 
been assailed with more spirit and effect thjtn in the 
little volume before us. 

Prom tke Neto-Yorker. 

" Salander."— Here is an insinuating title for a book ! 
Salander! — how it runs in the mind, snaky and sala- 
mander-like, as though it were related to some ugly 
monster ! And so it is, while it tells " A Story of the 
Hartz Prison," truthful enough to be recognised by 
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every one— beautiful enough in grace, and flow, and 
quaintness of nan-ative, to fascinate the dullest reader, 
and yet horrible enough in its characters accessory to 
the plot to make one shudder that so foul a fiend should 
ever bo imprisoned in a human heart. -' Salander, a 
Story of the Hartz Prison," might have been written 
by that master allegorist, John Bunyan, to his credit ; 
but, for the credit of our time, it is written by Frederick 
W. Shelton. 

It explains fully how Don Officioso imposed, in the 
name — a forgery — of the Lord Conscienza, upwi Good- 
man, keeper of Hartz Prison, by representing that this 
Salander — ^no other than the green monster, Slander — 
was sent by Conscienza (conscience) for incarceration 
in Hartz (the heart's) Prison ; also, how Salander vexed 
Goodman, until his wife Pryint (pry into it) got into the 
secret, when off she goes to Bad-Neighborhood, and 
confidently tells Mrs. Blab and a host of scandal-mongers 
that her husband has brought home a monster! This is 
noised speedily about, laying Goodman and his house 
under suspicion. To get rid of this, he is obliged to let 
Salander out of prison, and thus be quit of the impu- 
tation of fathering him. 

Salander goes forth, cultivates the acquaintance of 
one Duke d'Envy, and a war is declared upon Goodnaim, 
a person heretofore in the confidence of all who knew 
him. During the battles between Salander and his host 
of ragamuffins and Gtoodnaim — who stoutly defended 
himself— the Fairweather Guard and Old Friends of the 
latter forsook him, but Goodnaim triumphed. 

Prom the Journal of Commerce, 

An allegory, designed to illustrate the danger of utter- 
hig or listening to insinuations and scandalous detrac- 
tion. We are glad to see the hideous deformity of this 
vice so faithfully exhibited. It requires only to be seen 
in its true colors, to excite that detestation which will 
render its exercise disgraceful, and cause it to be 
avoided. 
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